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SHE STOOPS TO COT4QUER. 


GoitlMuilh's comedy of She Stoops to Conquer,” hears the stamp 
of the author’s g:eiiiu8, which was an indolinable mixture of the origi- 
nal, and imitative. His plot, character, and incidents arc all apparently 
new ; and yet, when you come to look into them, they are all old, 
with, little variation or disguise : — ^that is, the author sedulously avoided 
the beaten, \ndgar path, and sought for singularity, but found it rather 
in the unhackneyed fuid eccentric inventions of those who had gone 
before liiin, than in his own stores. Tlie Vicar of Wakefield,” 
which abounds more than any of his works in delightful and original 
traits, is still very much liorrowed, in its general tone and outline, 
from Fielding’s “ Joseph Andrews.” Again, the characters and a<l- 
veiitures of Tony Tumpki/t, and the ridiculous conduct of his mother, 
in the present comedy, are a counterpart (even to the incident of the 
theft of the jewels,) of those of the Widow Blackacre and her booby 
son in Wycherley’s “ Plain Dealer.** 

This sort of plagiarism, which gives us a repetition of new and 
striking pictures of human life, is much to be preferred to the dull 
routine of trite, vapid, every *day common-places ; but it is more dan- 
g< rous, as the stealing of pictures or family plate, where the property 
can be immediately identified, is more liable to detection than the 
stealing of benk-notes, or tlie current coin of the realm. Dr. John- 
son’s sarcasm against some writer, that ** his singularity w^as not his • 
excellence,” cannot be applied to Goldsmith’s writings in general ; but 
we are not sure whether it might not in severity be applied to She 
\ x>ops to Conquer.” The incidents and cliaracters arc many of them 
exceedingly amusing ; but they are so, a little at the expense of pro- 
1 ’ 'Jity or biensdance, Tony Lumpkin is a very essential and unques- 
t aiiably comic personage ; but certainly his absurdities or his humours 
fail of none of their effect for want of being carried far enough. He 
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wliat a Hoyden is in the other. He is that %nilgar 
^ dramatised; forward and sheepiah, mis- 

l^&d ^dlCf 'punning and stupid, with the vires of the man and 
of -tlie boy, fond of low company, and giving himself all 
of. consequence of the young *squire. Ifis vacant delight in 
at cup and ball, and his impenetrable confusion and obstinate 
^vity in spelling the letter, draw fresh beauties from Mr. Liston’s 
face. Young J^far low's haslifulncss in the scenes with his mistress is, 
when' well-acted, irresistibly ludicrous ; but still noticing can quite 
overcome our incrc'dulity as to the existence of such a character in the 
present day, and in the rank of life, and with the education which 
Marlow is supposed to have had. It is a highly amusing caricature, a 
ridiculous fancy, but no more. One of the finest and most delicate 
touches of cliaractcr is in the transition from this modest gentlcmim’s 
manner with his mistress, to the easy and agreeable tone of familiarity 
with the supposed chambermaid, which was not total and abrupt, but 
exactly such in kind and degree as such a character of natural reserve 
and constitutional timidity would undergo from the change of circum- 
Ktances. Of the other characters in the piece, the most amusing are 
Tony Lumpkin's associates at the Three Pigeons ; and of these we pro- 
fess the greatest partiality for the important showman, who declares 
lliat “ his bear dances to none but the genleelest of tunes, ‘ Water 
parted from the sea,' or, ‘ the minuet i » Ariadne ! * ” This is cer- 
tainly the high-fantastical ” of low comedy. 




Mr. Woou'WARD, dressed in. hlack, and holding a Handkerchief 
to his Eyes. 

Excuse me, sir’s, I pray, — I can’t yet speak-— 

I’m crying now— and hare been all the week ! 

'Tis not alc'ne this mourning suit, good masters : 

I’ve that within— for which there are no plasters ! 

Pray would you know the reason why I’m crying } 

'Hie comic muse, long sick, is now a dying ! 

And if she goes, ni)^ tears will never stop i 
For, as a play’r I can’t squeeze out one drop, 

1 am undone, that’s all— shall lo.se my bread— 

I’d rathex’f but th«tV sM»thlng*^lose my head. 

When the sweet maid is laid upon the bier, 

Skater and I shall be chief mourners here. 

To her a mawkish drab of spurious breed. 

Who deals in sentimentals, will succeed ! 

Poor Ned and / are dead to all intents ; 

We can as soon speak Greek as sentiments \ 

Both nervous grown, to keep our spirits up. 

We now and then take down a hearty cup. 

What shall we do ?— If comedy forsake us I 
They'll turn us out, and no one else will take us. 

But why can’t T be moral ?— Let me try — 

My heart thus pressing— fix’d my face and eye — 

\^'ith a sententious look, that nothing means, 

(Faces are blocks in sentimental scenes,) 

Thus I begin:— All is not gold tliat glitters 4 
Pleasure seems sweet, but prove a glass of bitters. 

When Igii’rance enters, Folly is at hand^. 

Learning is better far than house and land. 


Let not your virtue trip, who trips may stumble^ 
And virtue ia not virtue, if she tumble. 

I give it up-— morals won’t do for me ; 

To make you laugh J must play tragedy. 

One hope remains— hearing the inaul was ii], 

A doctor comes this night to shew his skill. 

To cheer her heart, and give your miiseles motion. 
He in five draughts prepar’d, presents a pot ion ! 

A kind of magic charm— for be assur’d. 

If you but swallow it, the maid is cur’d : 

But desp’rate the doctor, and her ease i.s. 

If yo!i wject the dose, and make wry fares ! 

This truth he boasts, will l>oast it while he lives. 
No pois’nous drugs are mix’d with what he gives ; 
Should he succeed, you’ll give him ids degree ; 

If not, within he will receive no fee ! 

The college you must his pretensions back. 
Pronounce him regular, or dub him quark. 
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SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 


ACT I. ’ 

SCENE I. — A Chamber in an old-fashioned House, 
Enter Hardcastle and Mrs. Hardcastlk^ r.h. 

Mrs, H. I vow, Mr. Hardcastle, you’re very parti- 
cular. Is there a creature in the whole country, but 
ourselves, that does not take a trip to town now and 
then, to rub off the rust a little ? There’s the two Miss 
Hoggs, and our neighbour, Mrs. Grigsby, go to take a 
month’s polish every winter. 

Hard. Ay, and bring back vanity and affectation to 
last them the whole year, T wonder why London can- 
not keep its own folks at home. In my time, the fol- 
lies of the town crept slowly among us, but now they 
travel faster than a stage-coach. Its fopperies come 
down, not only as inside passengers, but in the very 
basket. 

Mrs, H, Ay, your times were fine times indeed ; 
you have been telling us of them for many a long year. 
Here we live in an old rumbling mansion, that looks 
for all the world like an inn, but that wo never see 
company. Our best visitors are old Mrs. Odfish, the 
curate’s wife, and little Cripplegate, the lame dancing- 
master ; and all our entertainment, your old stories of 
Prince Eugene and the Duke of Marlborough. I hate 
such old-fashioned trumpery. 

Hard, And I love it. I love every thing that’s old: 
old friends, old times, old manners, old books, old 
wine; and I believe, Dorothy, {Taking her kand,)^ 
you’ll own I have been pretty fond of an old wife. 
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Mrs. H. Lord, Mr..Hardcastle, youVe for ever at 

J our Dorothy's, and your old wives* You may be a 
)arby, but I’ll be no Joan, J promise you. Fm not so 
old as you’d make me by more than one good year 
Add twenty to twenty, -and make money of that. 

Hardn Let me see ; twenty added to twenty makes 
just fifty and seven. 

Mrs» H. It’s false, Mr. Hardcastle : I was but twen- 
ty when 1 was brought to- bed of Tony, that 1 had by 
Mr. Lumpkin, rny first husband ; and he's not come to 
years of discretion yet. 

Hard, Nor ever w^ill, I dare answer for him. Ay, 
you have taught him finely. 

Mrs. H. No matter; Tony Lumpkin has a good 
fortune. My son is not to live by his learning, f 
don’t think a boy wants much learning to spend fifteen 
hundred a- year. 

Hard. Learning, quotha! a mere composition of 
tricks and mischief. 

Mrs. H. Humour, my dear; nothing but humour. 
Come, Mr. Hardcastle you must allow the boy a little 
humour. 

Ha'^d, I’d sooner allow him a horse-pond. If burn- 
ing the footman’s shoes, frighting the maids, worrying 
the kittens, be humour, he has it. It was but yesterday 
he fastened my wig to the back of my chair, and when 
I went to make a bow, I popp’d my bald head into Mrs. 
Frizzle’s face. 

Mrs. H. And am I to blame ? The poor boy was al- 
ways too sickly to do any good. A school would be his 
death. When he comes to be a little stronger, who 
knows what a year or two’s latin may do for him ? 

Hard. Latin for him! a cat and fiddle. No, no, 
^ alehouse and the stable are the only schools he’ll 
go to. 

Mrs. H. Well, we must not snub the poor boy now ; 
I believe we shan’t have him long among us. Ai^ 
that looks in his face may see he’s consumptive. ? 
^ard. Ay, if growing too fat be one of the sym^- 
ms. ] 
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Mrs, H, Vie coughd sometimes. 

Hard, Yes, when his liquor goes the wrong way. 

Mrs- H, I*m actually afraid of his lungs. 

Hard, And truly so am 1 ; for he sometimes whoops 
fike a speaking-trumpet. — {Tony hallooing behind the 
Scenes^ r.h.) — O there he goes— A very consumptive 
figure truly. 

Enter Tony, r.h. crossing the Stage, 

Mrs, H, Tony, where are you going, my charmer? 
Won’t you give papa and 1 a little of your conipany, 
lovee ? 

Tony, Fm in haste, mother, 1 can’t stay. 

Mrs, H, You shan’t venture out this raw evening, 
my dear ; you look most shockingly. 

Tony, I can’t sfay, I tell you. The Three Pigeons 
expect me down every moment. There’s some fun 
going forward. 

Hard, Ay ; the alehouse, the old place : 1 thought 
sd. 

Mr S', H, A low, paltry set of fellows. 

Tony, Not so low, neither. There’s Dick Muggins 
the exciseman, Jack Slang the horse-doctor, little Ami- 
nadab that grinds the music box, and Tom Twist that 
spins the pewter platter. 

Mrs, H, Pray, my dear, disappoint them for one 
night at least. 

Tofiy, As for disappointing them, I should not so 
much mind : but I can't abide to disappoint myself. 

Mrs, H, {Detaining him,) You shan’t go. 

Tony, I will, 1 tell you. 

Mrs, H, I say you shan’t. 

Tony, Wc’ll see which is strongest, you or I. 

\Exitj hauling her out^ i..h. 

Hard, Ay, there goes a pair that only spoil each 
But is not the whole age in a combination to 
drive^nse and discretion out of doors ? There’s my 
pretty darling Kate ; the fashions of the times have al- 
most infected her too. By living a year or two in town, 

B 2 
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she is as fond of gauze and French frippery, as the best 
of them. 

Enter Miss Hj^rdcastle, l.h. 

Hard. Blessings on my pretty innocence ! DressM 
out as usual, my Kate. Goodness ! what a quantity 
of superfluous silk,hi^st thou got about thee, girl ! I 
could never teach the fools of this age, that the in- 
digent world could be clothed out of the trimmings of 
the vain. 

Miss You know our agreement, sir. You allow 
me the morning to receive and pay visits, and to dress 
in my own manner; and in the evening, I put on my 
housewife’s dress to please you. 

Hard* Well, remember I insist on the terms of our 
agreement ; and, by-tl\e-by, I believh I shall have occa- 
sion to try your obedience this very evening. 

Miss I protest, sir, I don't comprehend your 
meaning. 

Hard. Then to be plain with you, Kate, I expect the 
young gentleman 1 have chosen to be your husband 
from town this very day. I have his father’s letter, in 
which he informs me his son is set out, and that he in- 
tends to follow him shortly after. 

Miss H. Indeed ! 1 wish 1 had known something of 
this before. Bless me, how shall 1 behave ? It’s a 
thousand to one 1 shau^t like him ; our meeting will be 
so formal, and so like a thing of business, that I shall 
find no room for friendship or esteem. 

Hard. Depend upon it, child. I'll never controul 
your choice ; but Mr. Marlow, whom 1 have pitched 
upon, is the son of my old friend. Sir Charles Marlo.w, 
of whom you have heani me talk so often. The young 
gentleman has been bred a scholar, and is designed for 
an employment in the service of his country. I am 
told he’s a man of an excellent understanding. 

Mks H. Is he ? 

JEfiircf. Very generous. 

H* 1 believe I shall like him. 
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Hard. Young and brave. 

Miss H, Tm sure I shall like him. 

Hard. And very handsome. 

Miss H. My dear papa^ say no more ; {Kissing his 
^land.) he's mine, I’ll have him. 

Hard. And, to crown, all, Kate, he’s one of the most 
bashful and reserved young fellows in the world. 

Miss H. J£h ! you have frozen jiie to death again. 
That word reserved has undone all the rest of his ac- 
complishments. A reserved lover, it is said, always 
makes a suspicious husband. 

Hard. On the contrary, modesty seldom resides in a 
breast that is not enriched with nobler virtues. It was 
the very feature in his character that first struck me. 

Miss H. He must have more striking features to 
catch me, I promise you. However, if he be so young, 
so handsome, and so every thing, as you mention, 1 
believe he’ll do still. I think I’ll have him. 

Hard. Ay, Kate, but there is still an obstacle. It's 
more than even wager he may not have you. 

Miss H. My dear papa, why will you mortify one 
so ? — Well, if lie refuses, instead of breaking my heart 
at his indifference, I’ll only break my glass for its flat- 
tery ; set my cap to some newer fashion, and look out 
for some less difficult admirer. 

Hard. Bravely resolved ! In the mean time I’ll go 
prepare the servants for his reception ; as we seldom 
see company, they want as much training as a company 
of recruits the first day’s muster. [Exit^ jl.h. 

Miss H Lud, this news of papa’s puts me all in a 
flutter. Young, handsome; these he puts last; but I 
put them foremost. Sensible, good natured.; 1 like all 
that. But then reserved and sheepish; that’s much 
against him. Yet can’t he be cured of his timidity, by 
being taught to be proud of his wife ? Yes, and can’t I 
—But I vow I’m disposing of the husband, before I 
secured the lover. 
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£>nter Miss Neville^ r.ii. 

Miss H. rm glad you're come, Neville, my dear. 
Tell me, Constance, how do 1 look this evening? is 
there any thing whimsical about me ? Is it one of my 
well-looking days, child? am I in face to-day? 

Miss JV. PerfeetJy, iny dear. Yet now 1 look again 
— bless me I sure no accident has happened among the 
canary birds or the gold fishes. Has your brother or 
the cat been meddling ? Or has the last novel been too 
moving ? 

Miss IL No; nothing of all this. 1 have been 
threatened — I can scarce get it out— 1 have been 
threatened with a lover. 

Miss iY, And his name — 

Miss //. Is Marlow. 

Miss Indeed ! 

Miss H. Tl)e son of Sir Charles Marlow. 

Miss N. As 1 live the most intimate friend of Mr. 
Hastings, my admirer. They are never asunder. I 
believe you must have seen him when we lived in town. 

Miss H, Never. 

Missis. He’s a very singular character, I assure you. 
Among women of reputation and virtue, he is the 
modestest man alive ; but his acquaintance give him a 
very different character among women of another 
stamp: you understand me. 

Miss H, An odd character indeed. I shall never be 
able to manage him. What shall I do ? Pshaw, think 
no more of him ; but trust to occurrences for success. 
But how goes on your own affair, my dear ? has my 
mother been courting you for my brother Tony, as usual ? 

Miss N, 1 have just come from one of our agreeable 
She has been saying a hundred tender 
things, and setting off her pretty monster as the very 
pink of perfection. 

Miss H, And her partiality is such, that she^*tually 
thinks him so. A fortune like yours is no small temp- 
tation. ,, Besides, as she has the sole management of it. 
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I'm not surprised to see her unwilling to let it go out 
of the family. 

Miss N. A fortune like mine, which chiefly consists 
iq jewels, is no such mighty temptation. But at any 
rate, if my dear Hastings be but constant, 1 make no 
'doubt to be too hard for her at last. However, I let 
her suppose that I am in love with her son, and she 
never once dreams that my afl'ectiqns arc fixed upon 
^ another. 

Miss FL My good brother holds out stoutly. I 
could almost love him for hating you so. 

Miss N. It is a good natur’d creature at bottom, 
and Tin sure would wish to see me married to any 
body but himself. Bui my aunt’s bell rings for our 
afternoon’s walk round the improvements. Aliens, 
courage is necessary, as our affairs are critical. 

Miss H. Would it were bed time and all were w^ell. 

[Exewity L.H. 

SCENE II.— Alehousc-room. 

Several shabby Fellows, with Punch and Tobacco. 

Tony at the Head of the Table, a little higher 

than the rest : a Mallet in his Hand. 

Omnes. Hurrea, hurrea^ hurrea, bravo. 

1 Fel. Now, gentlemen, silence for a song. The 
squire is going to knock himself down for a song. 

Omnes, Ay, a song, a song. 

Tony, Then I’ll sing you, gentlemen, a song I made 
upon this alehouse, the Three Pigeons. 

SONG. ^ — Tony. 

Let schoolmasters puzzle their brain, 

With grammar, and nonsense, and learning ; 

^ Qood liquor, I stoutly maintain, 

"^GtVes genus a better discerning. 
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Let them brag of their heathenish gods^ 

Their Lethes^ their Styxes^ and Stygians : 
Their quis^ and their qttcses^ and their quods ^ 
They're all but a parcel of pigeons. 

. ToroddlCy toroddlcy torolL 

When methodist preachers come down 
A preaching that drinking is sinful. 

Til wager the rascals a crawn. 

They always preach best ivith a skinfnL 
Tut when you come down with your pence. 

For a slice of their scurvy religion. 

Til leave it to all men of sense^ 

Tut you, my good friend, are the pigeon. 

Toroddle, toroddle, torolL 

Then come, put the jorum about. 

And let us he merry and clever s 
Our hearts and our liquors are stout ; 

Here's the Three Jolly Pigeons for ever. 

Let some cry up woodcock or hare, 

Your bustards, your ducks, and your widgeons ; 
Tut of all the hirtls in the air, 

Here's a health to the Three Jolly Pigeons. 

Toroddle, toroddle, torolL 


Omnes. Bravo, bravo. 

L Fel. The squire has got spunk in him. 

2 Fel. I loves to hear him sing^ bekeays he never 
gives us nothing that’s low. 

3 Fel. O, damn any thing that’s low 5 I can’t 
bear it. 

4 Fel. The genteel thing is the genteel thing at any 
time, if so he that a gentleman bees in a concatenation 
accordingly. 

3 Fel. I like the maxim of it. Master Muggins. 
What though I am obligated to dance a hear, a man 
may be a gentleman for all that. May this be my pq>.< 
son if my bear ever dances hut to the very gaiMeeiest 
of tunes.— “ Water parted,” or the minuet in Ariadne. 
^ 2 -Fe/. What a pity it is the squire is not come to 
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his own. It would be well for all the publicans within 
> ten miles round of him. 

Tony, Ecod, and so it would, master Slang. Fd 
then show what it was to keep choice of company. 

2 FeL Oh, he takes after his own father for that. 
To be sure, old Squire Lumpkin was the finest gentle- 
man I ever set my eyes on. For winding the strait 
horn, or beating a thicket for a haje, or a wench, he 
never had his fellow. It was a saying in the place, that 
he kept the best horses, dogs, 'and girls in the whole 
county, 

Tony. Ecod, and when Fm of age Fll be no bas- 
tard, I promise you. I have been thinking of Bet 
Bouncer, and the miller’s grey mare to begin with. 
But come, my boys, drink about and be merry, for 
you pay no reckoning. Well, Stingo, what’s the 
matter ? 


Enter Landlord, l.h. 

Land. There be two gentlemen, in a post chaise, at 
the door. They have lost their way upo’ the forest, 
and they are talking something about Mr. Hard- 
castle. 

Tony, As sure as can be, one of them must be the 
gentleman that’s coming down to court my sister. Do 
they seem to be Londoners ? 

Land, I believe they may. They look woundily 
like Frenchmen. 

Tony, Then desire them to step this way, and Fll 
set them right in a twinkling. \^ExH Landlord^ l.h. 
Gentlemen, as they mayn't he good enough company 
for*you, step' down for a moment, and I’ll be with ^ 
you in the squeezing of a lemon, \^tjxeunt Moby 
L.H.U.E.] Father-in-law has been calling me a whelp, 
and hound, this half-year. Now, if I pleased, I could 
ho., so revenged upon the old grumbletonian. But 
thenTTm afraid, afi’aid ofVhat ! I shall soon be worfli 
fifteen hundred a year, and let him frighten me out of 
■ that if he can. 
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Enter Landlord, conducting Marlow and Hast- 
ings, L.H. 


Mar, What a tedious, uncomfortable day have we 
had of it. We were told it was but forty miles across 
the country, and we have come above three-score. 

Hast, And all, JVIarlow, from that unaccountable 
reserve of yours, that would not let us inquire more ' 
frequently on the way. 

Mar, 1 own, Hastings, lam unwilling to lay myself 
under an obligation to every one I meet ; and often 
stand the chance of an unmsmnerly answer. 

Hast, At present, however, we are not likely to 
receive any answer. 

Tony, No offence, gentlemen ; but I’m told you 
have been inquiring for one Mr. Hardcastle, in these 
parts. Do you knoW' what part of the country you 
are in ? 

Hast, Not in the l6ast, sir; but should thank you 
for information. 


Tony, Nor in the way you came ? 

Hast, No, sir; but if you can inform us — 

Tony, Wiiy, gentlemen, if you know neither the 
road you are iroing, nor where you are, nor the road 
you came, the fir>t thing 1 have to inform you, is, that 
—you have lost your way. 

Mar, We wanted no ghost to tell us that. 

Tony Pray, gentlemen, may 1 be so bold as to ask 
the place from whence you came ? ' 

Mar. That’s not necessary towards directing us 
where we are to go. 


Tony, No offence ; hut question for question all 
know. Pray, gentlemen, is not this same 
[Icastle, a cross-grain’d, old fashion’d, whimsical 
w, with an ugly face, a daughter, and a pretty 


have not seen \he gentleman, bnt fee has 
the faimly you mention. 

Tony, The daughter, a tall, trapesing, trolloping, 
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talkative maypole — the son, a pretty, well-bred, agree- 
,able youth, that every body is fond of. ^ 

Mar^ Our information differs in this : the daughter 
is said to be well-bred and beautiful ; the son, an awk- 
ward booby, reared up and spoiled at his mother’s 
apron-string. 

Tony, He-hc-hem — Then, gentlemen, all I have to 
tell you, is, that you won’t reach^ Mr. Hardcastle’s 
house this night, 1 believe. 

Hast, Unfortunate 1 

Tony, It's a damn'd long, dark, boggy, dirty, dan- 
gerous way. Stingo, tell the gentlemen the way to 
Mr. Hardcastle’s ; {fVinking upon the Landlord,) 
Mr. Hardcastle’s, of quagmire- marsh, you understand 
me. 

Land, Master Hardcastle’s ! Lack-a-daisy, my mas- 
ters, you’re come a deadly deal wrong ! When you 
came to the bottom of the hill, you should have cross’d 
down Squash'Iane. 

Mar, Cross down Squash-lane. 

Land, Then you were to keep straight forward till 

jrOu CaHiC to four roads. 

Mar, Come to where four roads meet? 

Tony, Ay, but you must be sure to take only -one of 
them. 

Mot, O, sir, you’re facetious. 

Tony, Then keeping to the right, you are to go 
sideways till you come upon Crack-f^kull common ; 
there you must look sharp for the track of thr^ wheel, 
ind go forward till you come to farmer Murrain's 
barn* Coming to the fanner’s barn, ytm are to turn 
to the right, and then to the left, and then to the right 
ibout again, tiN you find out the old mill — 

Mar, Zounds, man I we could as soon find out the 
'ongitude ! 

Hast, What’s to be done, Marlow ? 

Mar, This house promises but a poor reception ; 
:hough perhaps the landlord can accommodate us. 

Land, Alack, master, we have but one spare bed in 
she whole house. 
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Tony. And, to my knowledge, that’s taken up by 
three lodgers already. {^After a panse^ in which then 
rest seem disconcerted,) I have hit it s don^t you think. 
Stingo, our landlady would accommodate the gen- 
tlemen by the lireside, with three chairs and a 
bolster ? 

Hast, I hate sleeping by the fireside. 

Mar, And I detest your three chairs and a bolster, 

Tony. You do, do you? — then let me see — what — 
if you go on a mile further, to the Buck’s Head, the 
old Buck’s Head, on the hill, one of the best inns in 
the whole country ? 

Hast, O ho ! so we have escaped an adventure for 
this night, however. 

Land, {Apart to Tony,) Sure you ben’t sending 
them to your father’s as an inn, be you ? 

Tony, Mum, you fool you; let them find that out. 
{To them,) You have only to keep on strait forward 
till you come to a large house on the road side: you’ll 
see a pair of large horns over the door : that’s the sign. 
Drive up the yard, and call stoutly about you. 

Hast, Sir, we are obliged to you. The servants 
can’t miss the way. 

Tony, No, no : but 1 tell you though, the landlord 
is rich, and going to leave off business ; so he wants to 
be thought a gentleman, saving your presence, he 1 he ! 
he ! He’ll be for giving you his company, and, ecod, 
if you mind him, he’ll persuade you that his mother 
was an alderman, and his aunt a justice of peace. 

Land. A troublesome old blade, to be sure : but a 
keeps as good wines, and beds, as any in the whole 
country. 

Mar. Well, if he supplies us with these, we ,shall 
want no further connexion. We are to turn to the 
right, did you say ? 

Tony, No, no straight forward. I’ll just step, my- 
self, and show you a piece of the way. {To the Land^ 
lord.) Mum. 

Land, Ah, bless your heart, for a sweet, pleasant — 
damn’d, mischievous son of a whore. {Aside.) 

[^Exeuntf Lai. 
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ACT 11. 

SC£NE J- — An oUl-f anhioned House, 

Enter Hardcastle, fallowed by three or four awk^ 
ward Servants j r.h. 

• 

Hard- Well, I hdpe you are perfect in the table exer^ 
:lse 1 have been teaching you these three days. You 
ill know your postsand your places, and can show that 
^ou have been used to good company, without stirring 
From home. 

Omnes- Ay, ay. 

Hard. When company comes, you are not to pop 
out and stare, and then run in again, like frighted rab- 
bits in a warren. 

Omnes. No, no. 

Hard. You, Diggory, whom I have taken from the 
barn, are to make a show at the side-table; and you, 
Roger, whom T have advanced from the plough, are to 
place yourself behind my chair. But you're not to stand 
so, with your hands in your pockets. Take your hands 
from your pockets, Roger, and from your head, you 
blockhead you. See how Diggory carries his hands. 
They're a little too stiff, indeed, but that’s no great 
matter. 

Hig. Ay, mind how I hold them ; I learned to hold 
my hands this way when 1 was upon drill for the mili- 
tia. And so being upon drill— 

Hard. You must not be so talkative, Diggory ; you 
must he all attention to the guests : you must hear us 
talk, and not think of talking ; you must see us drink, 
and not think of drinking; you must see us^eat, and 
lot think of eating. 

Hig. By the laws, your worship, that’s parfectly un- 
(ossible. Whenever Diggory sees yeating going for- 
wards, ecod he’s always wishing for a mouthful him- 
self. 

Hard. Blockhead ! is not a bellyful in the kitchen 
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as good as a bellyful in the parlour ? Stay your slomav ’ 
with that reflection. 4 

Dig* Ecod J thank your worship, I’ll make a shift 
to stay my stomach with a slice of cold beef in the 
pantry. 

Hard* Diggory, you are too ‘talkative. Then if i 
happen to say a good thing, or tell a good story at table, 
you must not all burst out a laughing, as if you made 
part of the company. ' 

Dig, Then ecod your worship must not tell the 
story of Quid Grouse in the gun-room : I can’t help 
laughint: at that — he! he! he! he! — for the soul of 
me. \Ve have laughed at that these twenty years— 
ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Hard. Hal ha! ha I The story is a good one. 
Well, honest Diggory, you may laugh at that — but still 
remember to be attentive. Suppose one of the com- 
pany ''1)011 Id t all for a glass of wine, how will you be- 
have } A glass of wine, sir, if you please. {To Dig- 
gory.) — Eh, why don’t you move? 

Dig* Ecod, your worship, I never have courage till 
I see the eatables and drinkables brought upo’ the table, 
and then I’m as bauld a lion. 

Hard. A glass of w>ne, if you please — what, will no- 
body move ? 

1 Serv* I’m not to leave this place. 

2 Serv. I’m sure it’s no pleace of mine. 

3 Serv. Nor mine, for sartain. 

Dig. W'diins, and I'm sure it canna be mine. 

Hard. You numskulls ! and so while, like your bet- 
ters, you are quarrelling for places, the guests must be 
starv’d. O you dunces i I find I must begin all over 
again. — But don't 1 hear a coach drive into the )«ird ? 
To your ipsts, you blockheads. I’ll go in the meantime, 
and give my old friend's son a hearty welcome at the 
gate.^ [Exity l,h. " 

Dig, By the elevens, my place is gone quite out of 
my^ head. 

Moger. I know ^at my place is to be every where. 

1 Serv. Where the devil is mine ? 



^ TO CONQ.UER. 23 

2. Serv, My place is to be no tvhere at all ; and so 
go about my business. [JSarerent Servants^ run- 
ning about as if fright ed, different ways, 

ft 

Mau! ow and Hastings, i-.h. 

Hast, After the disappointiiients of the day, wel- 
come once more, Chailes, to the eornforts of a clean 
room and a good fire. Upon my word, a very well 
looking house ; antique, but creditable. 

Mar, The usual f.tte of a large mansion. Having 
first ruined the master by g<*od house- keeping, it at last 
come to levy contributions as an inn. 

Hast. As you say, we passengers are to be taxed to 
pay all these fineries. I have often seen a good side- 
board, or a marble chimney-piece, thouirh not actually 
put in the bill, inHame the bill conloundedly. 

Mar, Travellers, George, must pay it^ all places; 
the only difference is, that in good inns ytui pay dearly 
for luxuries ; in bad inns you are fleeced iind starved. 

Hast. You have lived pren> much among them. 
In truth, 1 have been often surprised that you, who 
have seen so mu< h of the world, with your natural 
good sense, and your many opportunities, cc»uld never 
yet acquire a requisite share of assurance. 

Afar, TheEnglishman’s malady ; but tell rne, George, 
where could 1 have learned that assurance you talked of? 
My life has been chiefly spent in a ctdlege or an inn, in 
seclusion from that lovely part of the creation that 
chiefly teach men confidence. I don’t know that 1 was 
ever familiarly acquainted with asingle modest woman — 
except my mother. — But among females of another- 
clasf, you know — 

Hast, Ay, among them you are impudent enough of 
all conscience. 

Mat* They are of us, you know. * 

Hast, But in the company of women of reputation I 
never saw such an ideot,such a trembler ; you look for 
all the world as if you wanted an opportunity of steal- 
ing out of the room. 
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Mar, Why, man,'that*s because I do want to steal 
out of the room. Faith, I have often formed a reso- 
lution to break the icc, and rattle away at any rate. But 
1 don't know how, a single glance from a pair of fine 
eyes has totally overset my resolution. An impudent 
fellow may counterfeit modesty, but Til be hanged if a 
modest man can ever counterfeit impudence. 

Hast, If you ccfuld say but half the fine things to 
them that I have heard you lavish upon the bar-maid of 
an inn, or even a college bed-maker — 

Mar, Why, George, 1 can’t say fine things to them. 
They freeze, they petrify me. They may talk of a 
comet, or a burning mountain, or some such bagatelle ; 
but to me a modest woman, drest out in all her finery, 
is the most tremendous object of the whole creation. 

Hast, Ha I ha 1 ha ! At this rate, man, how can you 
ever expect to marry ? 

Mar, Never, unless, as among kings and princes, 
my bride were to be courted by proxy. If indeed, like 
an eastern bridegroom, one were to be introduced to a 
wife he never saw before, might be endured. But to 
go through all the terrors of a formal courtship, toge- 
ther with the episode of aunts, grandmotheis, cousins, 
and at last to blurt out the broad start-question, of 
madam, will you marry me ? No, no, that’s a strain 
much above me, 1 assure you. 

Hast, I pity you 1 but how do you intend behaving 
to the lady you are come down to visit at the request 
of your father ? 

Mar, Ast 1 behave to all other ladies. Bow very 
low. Answer yes, or no, to all her demands — But for 
the rest, I don’t think I shall venture to look in her face 
till 1 see my father’s again. o 

f Hast, I’m surprised, that one who is so warm a 
friend can be so cool a lover. 


Mar, To be explicit, my dear Hastings, my chief 
'yM^ement down was to be instrumental in forward- 


t^r happiness, not my own.. Miss Neville loves 
1|he family do^’t know you $ as my friend, you 
Lie of a reception, and let honour do the rest. 
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^ JSnter Hardcastlk, l.h. 

Hard, Gentlemen, once more you arc heartily wel- 
come. Which is Mr. Marlow ? — {Mar, ^dvnnces^ 

• — Sir, you’re heartily welcome. It’s not my wav, you 
see, to receive my friends with my back to the fire; I 
like to give them a hearty receptioi> in the old style at 
my gate : 1 like to see their horses and trunks taken 
care of. 

Mar. {Aside,) He has got our names from the ser- 
vants already. {To Mar*) — We approve your caution 
and hospitality, sir. {To Hast.) — 1 have been thinking, 
George, of changing our travelling dresses in the morn- 
ing; I am grown confoundedly ashamed of mine. 

Hard. 1 beg, Mr. Marlow, you’ll use no ceremony 
in this house. 

Hast. I fancy, George, you’re right : the first blow 
is half the battle. We must, however, open the cam- 
paign. 

Hard. Mr. Marlow — Mr. Hastings — gentlemen— 
pray be under no restraint in this house. This is 
Liberty-hall, gentlemen; you may do just as you please 
here. 

Mar. Yet, George, if we open the campaign" too 
fiercely at first, we may want ammunition before it is 
over. We must show our generalship, by securing, if 
necessary, a retreat. 

Hard. Your talking of a retreat, Mr. Marlow, puts 
> me in mind of the Duke of Marlborough, when he 
went to besiege Denain. He first summoned the gar- 
rison — • 

H^ar. Ay, and we’ll summon your garrison, old boy. 

Hard, He first, summoned the garrison, wdiich might 
consist of about five thousand men. 

» Hast, Marlow, what’s a-clock. 

Hard. I say, gentlemen, as I was telling you, he 
summoned the garrison, which might consist of about 
five thousand men. 

Mar, Five minutes to seven, 

€ 
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Hard, Which might consist of about five thousand 
men, well appointed with stores, ammunition, and # 
other implements of war. Now, says the Duke of 
Marlborough, to George Brooks that stood next to him 
—You must have heard of George Brooks — rJ*!! pawn 
my dukedom, says he, hut 1 take that garrison without 
spilling a drop of blood. Si ) — 

Mar, What, my good friend, if you give us a glass 
of punch in the .mean time, h would help us to carry on 
the siege with vigour. 

Hard. Punch, sir ! — This is the most unaccountable 
kind of modesty 1 ever nnet with. {Aside,) 

Mar, Yes, sir, punch. A glass of warm punch after 
our journey, will be comfortable. 

Enter Servant, with a Tankard^ i..h. 


This is Liberty-hall, you know. 

Hard* Here’s a cup, sir. 

Mar. So this fellow, in his Liberty-hall, will only let 
us have just what he pleases. {Aside to Hastings.) 

Hard, {Taking the Cup.) I hope you’ll find it to 
your mind. I have prepared ^it with my own hands, 
and 1 believe you'll own the ingredients are tolerable. 
Will you be so good as to pledge me, sir ? Here, Mr. 
Marlow, here is to our better acquaintance. 

{Drinks, and gives the Cup to Marlow.) 

Mar, A very impudent fellow this ; but he’s a cha- 
racter, and I'll humour him a \\XX\e,'^{Aside.) — Sir, 
my service to you. 

Hast, 1 see this fellow wants to give us his company, 
and forgets that he’s an innkeeper, before he has learn- 
ed to be a gentleman. ^ {Aside,) 

Mar, From the excellence of your cup, my old 
friend, 1 suppose you have a good deal of business in 
this part of the country. Warm work, now and then 
at elections, 1 suppose, 

{Gives the Tmkard to Hardcastle.) 

JBtard^ No, sir, 1 have long given that work over. 
Since our betters have hit upon the expedient of elect- 
^ng%a^fa $.fher, there’s no business for us that sell ale. 

{Gives iJ%e Tankard to Hastings,) 
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Hast. So then you have no turn for politics^ 1 find. 

4 Hard. Not in the least. There was a time, indeed, 
I fretted myself about the mistakes of government, like 
other people ; but finding myself every day grow more 
angry, and the government growing no better, I left it 
to mend itself. Since that, 1 no more trouble my head 
about who's in or who’s out, than 1 do about John 
Nokes or Tom Stiles. So my service* to you. 

Hast. So that with eating above stairs and drinking 
below, with receiving your friends within, and amusing 
them without, you lead a good, pleasant, bustling life 
of it. 

Hard. I do stir about a good deal, that’s certain.— 
Half the differences of the parish are adjusted in this 
very parlour. 

Mar. {After drinking.) And you have an argument 
in your cup, old gentleman, better than any in West- 
ininster-hall. 

Hard. Ay, young gentleman, that, and a little phi- 
losophy. 

Mar, Well, this is the first time I ever heard of an 
inn-keeper’s philosophy. {Aside.) 

Hast. So then, like an experienced general, you at- 
tack them on every quarter. If you find their reason 
manageable, you attack them with your philosophy ;'’if 
you find they have no reason, you attack them with this. 
Here’s your health, my philosopher. {Drinks^ 

Hard. Good, very good, thank you ; ha ! ha I Your 
generalship puts me in mind of Prince Eugene, when 
/he fought the Turks, at the battle of Belgrade. You 
shall hear. 

Mar. Instead of the battle of Belgrade, 1 think it’s . 
almost time to talk about supper. What has your plu* 
losophy got in the house for supper ? * v 

Hard. For supper, sir I — Was ever such a request to 
a ntgii in his own house ! {Aside.) 

ilinr.’Yes, sir, supper, sir ; 1 begin to feel an appe- 
tite. I shall make devilish work to-night in the larder, 

1 promise you. 

Hard. Such a brazen dog sure never my eyes be- 
c 2 
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held. — {Aside ,) — Why really, sir, as for supper, I can't 
well tell. My Dorothy and the cookmaid settle these ^ 
things between them. 1 leave these kind of things en> 
tirely to them. 

Mar, You do. do you ? 

Hard, Entirely. Ey-the-by, L believe thty are in 
actual consultation upon what’s for supper this moment 
in the kitchen. . 

Mar, Then I beg they’ll admit me as one of their 
privy-council. It’s a wayT have got. When I travel, 

I always choose to regulate my own supper. Let the 
cook be called. No offence, I hope, sir. 

Hard, O no, sir, none in the least : yet, I don’t 
know how, our Bridget, the cookmaid, is not very com- 
municative upon these occasions. Should we send for 
her, she might scold us all out of the house. 

Hast, Let’s see the list of the larder then. I ask it 
as a favour. 1 always match my appetite to my bill of 
fare. 

Mar, {To Hardcastle^ who looks at them with swr- 
prise ) Sir, he’s very right, and it’s my way too. 

Hard. Sir, you have a right to command here. — 
Here, Roger, bring us the bill of fare, for to-night’s 
supper. 1 believe it’s drawn out. Your manner, Mr. 
Hastings, puts me in mind*of my uncle. Colonel Wal- 
lop. It was a saying of his, that no man was sure of 
his supper till he had eaten it. 

[Servant brings in the bill of fare, and Exit, l.h. 

Hast, All upon the high ropes 1 His uncle a colo- 
nel ! Wc shall soon hear of his mother being a justice 
of peace. But let's hear the bill of fare. {Aside.) 

. Mar. {Perusing,) What’s here ? For the first course ; 
for the second course ; for the desert. — The devil, sir ! 
do you think we have brought down the whole Joiners’ 
Company, or the Corporation of Bedford, to eat up 
such a .^upper ? Two or three little things, clean and 
comfortable, will do. 

Hast, But let’s hear it. 

Mar, {Reading,^ For the first course: at the top, a 
pig and prune sauce. 
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Hast. Damn your pig, 1 say- 

Mar. And damn your prune sauce, say I. 

Hard. And yet, gentlemen, to men that s^re hungry, 
pig, with prune sauce, is very good eating. — ^Their im- 
pudence^ confounds me. — (^u4side!) Gentlemen, you 
are my guests, make what alterations you please. Is 
there anything else you wish to retrench or alter, gen- 
tlemen ? 

Mar. Item. — A pork pie, a boiled rabbit and sau- 
sages, a florentine, a shaking pudding, and a dish of 
tiff — taff — taffety cream. 

HcLst, Confound your made dishes 1 1 shall be as 
much at a loss in this house, as at a green and yellow 
dinner at the French Ambassador’s table. I’m for plain 
eating. 

Hard. I’m sorry, gentlemen, that I have nothing 
you like ; but if there be any thing you have a parti- 
cular fancy to — 

Mar. Why, really, sir, your hill of fare is so exqui- 
site, that any one part of it is full as good as another. 
Send us what you please. So much for supper. And 
now to see that our beds are aired, and properly taken 
care of. . . 

Hard. I intreat you’ll leave all that to me. You 
shall not stir a step. 

Mar. Leavjc that to you! I protest, sir, you must ex- 
cuse me, I always look to these things myself. 

Hard. I must insist, sir, you’ll make yourself easy on 
that head. 

Mar. You see I’m resolved on it. — A very trouble- 
some fellow, as ever I met witlu {Aside.) 

Hard. Well, sir. I’m resolv’d at least to attend you. 
— ^T%iis may be modern modesty, but I never saw any 
thing look so like old-fashioned impudence. (Aside.) 

[^Exeunt ; Marlow and Hardcastle^ r.h. 

'^^Hast. So 1 find this fellows civilities begin to grow 
troublesome. But who can be angry with those assi- 
duities which are meant to please him ? Ha ! what do 
I see ? Miss Neville, by all that’s happy ! 
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disorder — What, if we should postpone the happiness 
till to-morrow ? — To-morrow at her own house — it will f 
be every bit as convenient — and rather more respectful 
— ^To-morrow let it be. {Offering to go^) . 

Miss iV. By no means, sir. Your cercr^jony will 
displease her. The disorder of .your dress wilt-shoW* 
the ardour of your impatience. Besides, she knows 
you are in the house, and will permit you to see her. 

Mar, O ! the devil 1 how shall J support it ? Hem ! 
hem ! Hastings, you must not go. You are to assist 
me, you know. I shall be confoundedly ridiculous. 
Yet, hang it ! I’ll take courage. Hem I {Aside to Hast,) 

Hast, Pshaw, man \ His but the first plunge, and 
all’s over. She’s but a woman, you know. 

{Aside to Mar.) 

Mar. And of all women, she that I dread most to 
encounter ! 

Enter Miss Harocastlk, l.h. as returning from 
walkingy a honnety S$c, 

HasU {Introducing them.) Miss Hardcastle, Mr. 
Marlow. Fm proud of bringing two persons together, 
who' only want to know, to esteem each other. 

Miss H. (Aside,) Now, for meeting my modest 
gentleman with a demure face, and quite in his own 
manner. {After a pauscy in which he appears very 
uneasy and disconcerted.) I’m glad of your safe 
arrival, sir — ^I’m told you had some accidents by the 
way. 

Mar. Only a few, madam. Yes, we had some. 
Yes, madam, a good many accidents, but should be 
sorry, madam^ — or rather glad of any accidents — that 
are so agreeably concluded. Hem ! 

Hast, {Aside to Mar.) Younever spoke better in your 
whole life. Keep it up, and Fll insure you the victory. 

Miss H. I’m afraid you flatter, sir. You that have ’ 
seen so much of the finest company, can find little en- 
tertainment in an obscure corner of the country. 

^ Mar. {Gathering courage.) I have lived, indeed, in 
the world, madam ; bCit 1 have kept very little com- 
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pany, I have been but an observer upon life, madam, 
while others were enjoying it. 

Miss H. An observer, like you, upon life, were, I 
f^r, disagreeably employed, since you must have had 
much ni^re to censure than to approve. 

Pardon me, madam : I was always willing to 
bfr amused. The folly of most people is rather an 
object of my mirth than uneasiness.* 

Mast. {Aside to Mar.) Bravo, bravo! never spoke so 
well in your whole life. Well 1 Miss Hardcastie, 1 see 
that you and Mr. Marlow are going to be very good 
company. 1 believe our being here will but embarrass 
the interview. 

Mar. Not in the least, Mr. Hastings. We like 
your company of all things. {Aside to Hast.) Zounds ! 
George, sure you won't go ! How can you leave us ? 

Hast., Our presence will but spoil conversation, so 
we*ll retire to the next room, {Aside to Mar.) You 
don't consider, man, that we are to manage a little t^te- 
a-t^te of our own, [^Exeunt; Hast, and Miss 2V. 

Miss //. {After a paused But you have not been 
wholly an observer, 1 presume, sir? The ladies, 1 
should hope, have employed some part of your ad- 
dresses. 

Mar. {Relapsing into timidity.) Pardon me, ma- 
dam, 1— ^ — 1 — as yet have studied — only — to — deseryie 
them, 

Miss Hm And that, some say, is the very worst way 
to obtain them. 

Mar. Perhaps so, madam : but I love to converse 
only with the more grave and sensible part of the sex 
— But, Pm afraid, I grow tiresome. 

Miss H. Not at all, sir; there is nothing 1 like so 
much us grave conversation myself; 1 could hear it 
for ever. Indeed 1 have often been surprized how a 
^man of sentiment could ever admire those light airy 
pleasures, where nothing reaches the heart. 

Mar. It's-r-a disease — of the mind, madam. In the 
variety of tastes, there must be some who, wanting it 
relish — for — am — a*->-um. 

c 5 
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MUs I understand you, sir. There must be 
*sonie who, wanting a relish for refined pleasures, pre- , 
tend to despise what they are incapable of tasting. 

Mar, My meaning, madam; but infinitely better 
expressed. And 1 can’t help observing, that iq this 
age of hypocrisy — 

Miss H, Who could ever suppose this fellow impu- 
dent upon some occasions ! {Aside.) You were going 
to observe, sir — 

Mar, I was observing, madain — I protest, madam, 

I forget what I was going to observe. 

Miss H, I vow, and so do I. {Aside,) You were 
observing, sir, that in this age of hypocrisy, something 
about hvpocrisy, sir. 

Mar. Yes, madam; in this age of hypocrisy, there 
are few who, upon strict enquiry, do not — a — a — 

Miss H, I understand you perfectly, sir. 

Mar. ’Egad! and that’s more than I do myself. 

{^is%de^ 

Miss H. You mean that, in this hypocritical age, 
there are few that do not condemn in public, what they 
practise in private, and think they pay every debt to 
virtue when they praise it. 

Mar, True, madam ; those who have most virtue in 
their mouths, have least of it in their bosoms. But 1 
^ee Miss Neville expecting us in the next room. I 
would not intrude for the world. 

Miss H. I protest, sir, I never was more agreeably 
entertained in all my life. Pray go on. 

Mar. Yes, madam. I was — ^but she beckons ds to 
join her. Madam, shall I do myself the honour to 
attend you. 

Miss H. Well then, III follow. 

Mar. This pretty smooth dialogue has done for me. 

[Aside. — Exit, r.h. 

Miss H. Ha! ha! ha!. Was there ever suclv**' 
sobeTj^ sentimental interview? I’m certain he scarce 
me in my face the whole time. Ygt the fellow, 
but for his unaccountable bashfulness, is prettv well 
too. He has goocK sense, but then so buried m bis 
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fsars^ that it fatigues one more than ignorance. If 1 
could teach him a little confidence, it would be doing 
somebody that I know of a piece of service. But 
who is that somebody ? — that, faith, is a question I ca^n 
sc?arcely answer. r.h. 

, ■* • 
Suiter Tony and Miss Nkvijxjs, followed by Mrs. 

Hardcastlb and Hastings, r.h. 

Tony, What do you follow me for, cousin Con? 
I wonder you're not asham*d to be so very engaging. 

Miss N, 1 hope, cousin, one may speak to one's 
own relations, and not be to blame. 

Tony. Ay, but 1 know what sort of a relation you 
want to make me, though ; but it won’t do. i tell you, 
cousin Con, it won’t do ; so I beg you’ll keep your 
distance ; 1 want no nearer relationship. 

{She follows^ coquetting him to the back scene.) 

Mrs. H. Well, I vow, Mr. Hastings, you are very 
entertaining. Ther&'s nothing in the world 1 love to 
talk of so nuich as London, and the fashions, though I 
was never there myself. 

Hast. Never there ' you amaze me ! from your air 
and manner, 1 concluded you had been bred all your life 
either at Ranelagii, St. James’s, or Tower-wharf... 

Mrs. H. O! sir, you’re only pleased to say so. 
We cotMatr^, ^persons can have no manner at all. I’m 
in love with the town, and that serves to raise me 
above some of our neighbouring rustics s but who can 
have a manner that has never seen the Pantheon, the 
Grotto Gardens, the Borough, and such places where 
the nobility chiefly resort; all I can do, is to eojoy 
London at second-hand. I take care to know every 
t^fe-a-t^te from the Scandalous Magazine, and have 
all the fashions as they come out, in a lei ter from the 
two miss Rickets, of Crooked-lane. Pray how do you 
this head, Mr. Hastings ? 

Hast. Extremely elegant and degag^e, upon my 
word, madam. Your friseur is a Frenchman, 1 sup- 
pose. 
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Mrs, H, I protest I dressed it myself from a print 
in the Ladies’ Memorandum>book for the last year. 

Hast,. Indeed ! such a head in a side-box at the 
play-house^ would draw as many gazers as my lady 
mayoress at a city-ball. 

H, One must dress a little particulai^*' 
may escape in the crowd. * 

Hast, But that can never be your case^ madain^ in 
any dress. {Bowing,) 

Mrs, H, Yet, what signifies my dressing, when 
I have such a piece of antiquity by my side as Mr. 
Hardcastle ? all 1 can say will not argue down a single 
button from his clothes. 1 have often wanted him to 
throw off his great flaxen wig, and, where he was bald, 
to plaster it over, like my Lord Pately, with powder. 

Hast, You are right, madam ; for, as among the 
ladies there are none ugly, so among the men there 
are none old. 

Mrs. H, But what do you think his answer was ? 
Why, with his usual gothic vivacity, he said, I only 
wanted him to throw olF his wig, to convert it into a 
t^te for my own wearing. 

Hast. Intolerable ! at your age you may wear what 
you please, and it must become you. 

Mrs, H, Pray, Mr. Hastings, what do you take to 
be the most fashionable age about town ? 

Hast, Some time ago, forty was all the mode'; but 
I’m told, the ladies intend to bring up fifty for the en- 
suing winter. 

Mrs, H, Seriously ? Then I shall be too young for 
the fashion. 

Hast, No lady begins now to put on jewels till she’s 
past forty. For instance, miss there, in a polite circle, 
would be considered as a child, a mere maker of sam- 
plers. 

Mrs, H, And yet Mrs. Niece thinks herself as^ 
much a ^oman, and is as fond of jewels, as the oldest 
olF us all. 

Hastf Your niece, is she ? And that young gentle* 
man, a brother of yo^rs, I should presume ? 
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Mrs, H, My son, sir. They are contracted to each 
other. Observe their little sports. They fall in and 
out ten times a day, as if they were man and wife al- 
ready. {To them,) Well, Tony, child, what soft things 
are you saying to your cousin Constance, this evening ? 

have been saying no soft things; but, that 
iVwB very hard -to be followed about so. Ecod ! I’ve not 
a place in the house that’s left to myself, but the 
stable. 

Mrs, H, Never mind him, Con, my dear. He’s in 
another story behind your back. 

Miss N, There’s something generous in my cousin’s 
manner. He falls out before faces, to be forgiven in 
private. 

Tony, That’s a damned confounded — crack. 

Mrs, H, Ah ! he’s a sly one. Don’t you think 
they’re like each other about the mouth, Mr. Hast- 
ings ? The Blenkinsop mouth to a T. They’re of a 
size too. Back to back, iny pretties, that Mr. Hastings 
may see you. 

Tony, You had as good not make me, I tell you. 

{Measuring, ) 

Miss M, O lud 1 he has almost cracked my head. 

Mrs, H. O the monster ! for shame, Tony. You a 
man, and behave so ! 

T&Mj, If i’m a man, let me have my fortin. Ecod ! 
I.’H notlJ^nade a fool of any longer. 

Mrs, H, Is this, ungrateful boy, all that I’m to get 
for the pains I have taken in your education ? I, that 
have rock’d you in your cradle, and fed that pretty 
mouth with a spoon ! Did not I work that waistcoat 
to make you genteel ? 

y^ony. But, ecod ! I tell you I’ll not be made a fool 
of no longer. 

Mrs, H, Wasn’t it all for your good, viper? Wasn’t 
,„ .i tjEtU for your good ? 

^Tony, I wish you’d let me and my good alone, then. 
Snubbing this way, when I’m in spirits. If I’m to 
have any good, let it come of itself; not to keep ding- 
ing it, dinging it into one so. 
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Mrs. H. That’s false ; I never see you when you’re 
in spirits. No^ Tony, you then go to the alehouse or 
kennel. I’m never to be delighted with your agree- 
able wild notes, unfeeling monster ! 

Tony. Ecod ! mamma, your own notes are the wild- 
est of the two. . 

Mrs. H. Was ever the like ? But I see he wants 
break my heart, I s^e he does. 

Hast. Dear madam, permit me to lecture the young 
gentleman a little. I’m certain I can persuade him to 
his duty. 

Mrs. H Well, I must retire. X^ome, Constance, my 
love. You see, Mr. Hastings, the wretchedness of my 
situation : was ever poor woman so plagued with a 
dear, sweet, pretty, provoking, undutiful boy. 

{^Exeunt y Mrs. Hardens tie and Miss Nevilley b.h. 

Tony. (Singing.) 

There w€ls a young man riding by y 
yind fain would have his will. 

Hang do dillo dee. 

Don’t mind her. Let her cry. It’s the comfort of 
her heart. I have seen her and sister cry over a book 
for an hour together, and they said they liked the book 
the better, the more it made them cry. 

Hebst. Then you're no friend to the ladies, I find, 
my pretty young gentleman ? 

T<my. That’s as I find ’um. — 

Hast. Not to her of your mother’s choosing, I dare 
answer ? And yet she appears to me a pretty well-tem- 
pered girl. 

Tony. That’s because you don’t know her as well as 
I. Ecod ! 1 know isyery inch about her ; and there’s 
not a more bitte^llintankerous toad in all Christen- 
dom. 

Hast. Pretty encouragement this for a lover. 

{jiside.) ^ 

I have seen her since the height of that~ 
She ha$ as many tricks as a hare in a thicket, or a colt 
the first day’s brcakmg. 

HasU To me she Appears sensible and silent ! 
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Tony, Ay, before company. But when she’s with 
her playmates, she’s as loud as a hog in^a gate. 

Ha&t, But there is a meek modesty about her that 
charms me. 

Tony,^ Yes, but curb her never so little, she kicks 
you’re fli+ng in the ditch. 

''Hast, Well, but you must allow her a little beauty 
—yes, you must allow her some beauty. 

Tony. Bandbox ! she’s alt a made up thing, mun. 
Ah ! could you but see Bet Bouncer of these parts, 
you might then talk of beauty. £cod, she has two 
eyes as black as sloes, and cheeks as broad and red^ts a 
pulpit cushion. She’d make two of she.' 

Hast, Well, what say you to a friend that would 
take this bitter bargain off your hands? 

Tony, Allan? 

Hast, Would you thank him that would take Miss 
Neville, and leave you to happiness and youc dear 
Betsy ? 

Tony, Ay ; but where is there such a friend, for 
who would take her ? 

Hast, 1 am he. If you but assist me. I’ll engage to 
whip her off to France, and you shall never hear more 
of her. 

Tony, Assist you ! £cod, I will, to the last drop of 
my„blood. I’ll clap a pair , of horses to your chaise, 
shall trundle you off in a twinkling ; and may be 
get you a part of her fortin beside, in jewels, that you 
little dream of. * 

Hast* My dear squire, this looks like a lad of spirit. 

Tony, Come along then, and you shall see more of 
my spirit before you have done with me. 

are the bays {Singing,) 

Thiit fears no noise^ 

Where thundering cannons roar, 

[Exeuntj r.h. 


»MfO OF ACT II. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. — The same. 

JEnter HARDCA*sTi.K, l.h. 

Hard. What coi'ld my frien-l. Sir Charles^ mean 
by recommending his son as the modestest young man 
in town ? I'o me he appears the most impudent piece 
of brass that ever spohe with a tongue. He has taken 
possession of the easy chair by the firesirle already. — 
He took off his boots in the parlour, and desired me to 
see them taken care of. l*m desirous to know how his 
impudence alfects ray daughter — She will certainly be 
shocked at it. 

JEnter Miss Hardcastlk, plainly dressed^ r.h. 

Well, my Kate, f see you have changed your dress as 
1 bid you ; and yet, I believe, there was no great occa- 
sion. 

Miss H. I find such a pleasure, sir, in obeying your 
commands, thit 1 take care to observe them, without 
ever debating their propriety. 

Hard. And yet, Kate, I sometimes give you s'>me 
cause, particularly when 1 recommended my modest 
gentleman to you as a lover to-day. 

Miss H. You taught me to expect something ex- 
traordinary, and I find the original exceeds the descrip- 
tion. 

Hard. I was never so surprised in my life ! He has 
quite confounded all my faculties. 

Miss H. 1 never saw any thing like it ; and a man 
of the world too ! 

Hard. Ay, he learned it all abroad. 

Miss //. It seems all natural to him. 

Hard. A good deal assisted by bad company, and a 
French dancing-master. 

Miss H. Sure, you mistake, papa ! A French danc- 
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ing-master could never have taught him that timid 
look — that awkward address — that bashful manner — 

Hard, Whose look ? whose manner, child ? 

^Miss H, Mr. Marlow’s! His mauvaise honte, his 
timidity struck me at the first sight. 

Then your first sight deceived you; fori 
tliTnk him one of the most brazen first sights that ever 
astonished my senses. • 

MUs LI, Sure, sir, you rally ! I never saw any one 
so modest. 

Hard. And can you be serious ? 1 never saw such 

a bouncing, swaggering puppy since I was born. Ikilly 
Dawson was but a fool to him. 

Miss H, Surprising ! He met me with a respectful 
bow, a stammering voice, and a look fixed on the 
ground. 

Hard. He met me with a loud voice, a lordly air, 
and a familiarity that made my blood freeze again. 

Miss i7. He treated me with diffidence and respect; 
censured the manners of the age; admired the pru- 
dence of girls that never laughed ; tired me with apo- 
logies for being tiresome : then left the room with a 
bow, and, madam, I would not for the world detain 
you. 

Hard. He spoke to me as if he knew me all his life 
befor<j- Asked twenty questions, and never waited for 
ad^nswer. Interrupted my best remarks with some 
(silly pun ; and when I was in my best story of the 
^Duke of Marlborough and Prince Eugene, he ask’d if 
1 had not a good hand at making punch. Yes, Kate, 
he asked your father if he was a maker of punch*! 

Miss H One of us must certainly be mistaken. 

Hard. If he be what he has shewn himself. I’m 
determined he shall never have my consent. 

Miss H. And if he be the sullen thing I take him, 
'‘he shall never have mine. 

Hard. In one thing then we are agreed — to reject 
him. 

MissH. Yes, but upon conditions. For if you 
should find him less impudent, and I more presuming; 
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if you find him more respectful, and I more importu- 
nate— I don’t know — the fellow is well enough for a 
man. — Certainly we don’t meet many such at a horse- 
race in the country. 

Hard- If we should find him so — but that’s impos- 
sible. The first appearance has done my businejr. i'ii' 
seldom deceived in that. 

Miss H. And y^et there may be many good qualities 
under that first appearance. But as one of us must be 
mistaken, what if we go to make further discoveries ? 

Hard. Agreed. But depend on’t. I'm in the right. 

Miss H. And depend on’t I’m not much in the 
wrong. [Exeunt^ l.h. 

Enter Tonv, running in with a Casket ^ r.h, 

Tony. J^cod^ I have got them. Here they are. My 
cousin Con’s necklaces, bobs and all. My mother 
sha'n’t cheat the poor souls out of their fortin, neither. 

0 ! my genius^ is that you ? 

Hastings, r.h. 

Hast. My dear friend, how have you managed with 
your mother? 1 hope you have amused her with pre- 
tending love for your cousin, and that you are /ivjJJiing 
to be reconciled at last. Our horses wnll be refreslicd 
in a short time, and we shall soon be ready to set ojOf. 

Tony. And here’s something to bear your charges 
by the way. {Giving the Casket.) Your sweetheart’s 
jewels.* Keep them, and hang those, I say, that would 
rob you of one of them. 

Hast. But how have you procured them from your 
mother ? 

Tony. Ask me no questions, and I’ll tell you no fibs. 

1 procured them by the rule of thumb. If 1 had not 
a key to every drawer in mother’s bureau, how could 1 
go to the alehouse so often as I do? An honest man 
may rob himself of hiaown at any time. 

JSust. Thousands do it every day. But, to be plain 
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witli you, Miss Neville is endeavouring to procure them 
from her aunt this very instant. If she succeeds, it 
'Will be the most delicate way at least of obtaining 
t|^em. 

Tony. Well, keep them, till you know how it will 
VvM'.*''’f?ut 1 know how it will be well enough ; she’d as 
soon part with the only sound tooth in her head. 

Hast. But I dread the effects of her resentment, 
when she finds she has lost them. 

Tony. Never you mind her resentment, leave me to 
manage that. I don’t value her resentment the bounce 
of a cracker. Zounds! here they are. Morrice. 
Prance. Hastings, l.h. 

Enter Mrs^ Hahdcastlb nncf Mtss Nkvillk, r.h. 


Jfrs. H. Indeed, Constance, you amaze me. Such 
a girl as you want jewels ! It will be time enough for 
jewels, my dear, twenty years hence, when your beauty 
begins to want repairs. 

Miss N. But what will repair beauty at forty, will 
certainly improve it at twenty, madam. 

Mrs. H. Yours, my dear, can admit of none. That 
natural blush is beyond a thousand ornaments. Besides, 
child, jewels are quite out at present. Don’t you see ^ 
half ♦he ladies of our acquaintance, my lady Kill-day- 
light, and Mrs. Crumfs and the rest of them, carry their 
newels to town, and bring nothing but paste and mar- 
^casites back. 

Miss. iV. But who knows, madam, but somebody 
that shall be nameless would like me best with all my 
finery about me ? 

Mts. H. Consult your glass, my dear, and then see if, 
with such a pair of eyes, you want any better spark* 
lers. What do you think, Tony, my dear, docs your 
cousIq Con want any jewels, in your eyes, to set off 
her beauty. 

Tony. That’s as hereafter may be. 

Miss iY. My dear aunt, if you knew how it would 
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Mrs. H, A parcel of old-fashioned rose and table-cut 
things. They would make you look like the court of 
King Solomon at a puppet-show. Besides, 1 believe, I 
can’t readily come at them. They may be missing, for 
aught I know to the contrary. 

Tony, (Apart to Mrs. liar dcas tie.) Their why 
don't you tell her so at once, as she’s so longing for 
them. Tell her they’re lost. It’s the only way to quiet 
her. Say they’re lost, and call me to bear witness. 

Mrs. H. (Apart to Tony.) You know, my dear, 
I’m only keeping them for you. So, if I say they’re gone, 
you’ll bear me witness, will you? He, he, he 1 

*Tony. Never fear me. Ecod 1 I’ll say I saw them 
taken out with n y own eyes. {Aside to Mrs. H.) 

Miss N. 1 desire them but for a day, madam. Just 
to be permitted to show them as relics, and then they 
may be lock’d up again. 

Mrs. H. To be plain with you, my dear Constance, 
if I could find them, you should have them. They’re 
missing, I assure you. Lost, for aught 1 know ; but 
we must have patience wherever they are. 

Miss N. I’ll not believe it ; this is but a shallow pre- 
tence to deny me. 1 know they’re too valuable to be 
so slightly k?pt, and as you are to answer for the loss. 

Mrs. H. Don’t be alarm’d, Constance. If they be 
lost, I must restore an equivalent. But my son Jcnows 
they are missing and not to be found. 

Tony. That I can bear witness to. They are miss- 
ing and not to be found, I’ll take my oath on’t. 

Mrs. H. You must learn resignation, my dear; for 
though we lose our fortune, yet we should not lose our 
patience. See me, how calm I am. 

Miss N. Ay, people are generally calm at the nws- 
fortunes of others. 

Mrs. H. Now I wonder a girl of your good sense 
should waste a thought upon such trumpery. We shall 
soon find them ; and, in the mean time, you shall make 
use of my garnets till your jewels be found. 

Miss iY. I detest garnets ! 

Mrs. H. The most becoming things in the world, to 
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'set off a clear complexion. Vou have often seen how 
well they look upon me. You shall have them. 

[^Exity R.H. 

Miss iV. 1 dislike them of all things. You sha’n^t 
srtr — Was ever any thing so provoking, to mislav my 
arid force me to wear trumpery. 

* Tony, Don’t he a fool. Jf she gives you the garnets, 
take what you can get. The jewels are your own 
already. 1 have stolen them out of fier bureau, and she 
does not know it. Fly to your spark, he'll tell you 
more of the matter. Leave me to manage her. 

Miss N, My dear cousin. [ Exity i..h. 

Tony, Vanish ! She’s here, and has missed them 
already. Zounds ! how she fidgets and spits about 
like a Catharine wheel. 

Enter Mrs. Hardcastlk, r.h. 

MrA'. jBT. Confusion ! thieves! robbers! We ate 
cheated, plundered, broke open, undone. 

Tony, What’s the matter, what’s the matter, mam- 
ma ? i hope nothing has happened to any of the good 
family. 

3Irs, H, We are robbed. My bureau has been broke 
open, the jewels taken out, and I’m undone. 

Tony, bh 1 is that all ? ha ! ha ! ha 1 By the laws, I 
never saw it better acted in my life. Ecod, I thought 
^ you was ruined in earnest, ha ! ha I ha ! 

) Mrs, H, Why, boy, I am ruined in earnest. My 
bureau has been broke open, and all taken away. 

Tony, Stick to that ! ha ! ha 1 stick to that ; call 
me to bear witness. 

Mrs,JS, I tell you Tony, by all that's precious, the 
jewels are gone, and 1 shall be ruined for ever. 

Tony, Sure 1 know they’re gone, and I am to say so. 

Mrs, H, My dearest Tony, but hear me. They’re 
gone, I say. 

Tony, By the laws, mamma, you make me for to 
laugh, ha! ha! I know who took them well enough, 
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Mrs. H* Was there ever such a blockhead^ that 
can’t tell the difference between jest and earnest. I 
tell you Tin not in jest, booby. 

Tony. That’s right, that’s right : you must b<f in a 
bitter i)assion, and then nobody will suspect either of 
us. ril bear witness that thby are gone. 

Mrs. H. Can you bear witness that you're no better 
than a fool ? Was ever poor woman so beset with fools 
on one hand, and thieves on the other. 

Tony. 1 can bear witness to that. 

Mrs. H. Bear witness again, you blockhead you, and 
ril turn you out of the room directly. My poor niece, 
what will become of her ! Do you laugh, you unfeeling 
brute, as if you enjoy'd my distress? 

Tony. 1 can bear witness to that. 

Mrs, H. Do you insult me, monster? I'll teach you 
to vex your mother, 1 will. 

Tony. I can beur witness to that. 

[Runs off\ L.n. Mrs. Hardeastle follows him^ 

Enter Miss Uardcastlb and Maid, r.h. 

Miss H. What an unaccountable creature is that 
brother of nine, to send them to the house as an inn, 
ha 1 ha ! I don't wonder at his impudence. 

Maid. But what is more, madam, the young gentle- 
man, as you pass'd by in your present dress, ask’d me 
if you were the bar-maid. He mistook you for the bar- 
maid, madam. 

{.- Miss H. Did he ? Then, as I live. I’m resolv’d to keep 
up the delusion. Tell me, how do you like my present 
dress ? Don’t you think 1 look something like Cherry 
in the Beaux’ Stratagem ? • .~ 

Maid. It’s the dress, mada^, that every lady wears 
in the country, but when she visits or receives company. 

Miss H. And are you sure he don’t remember my 
lice or person ? 

Maid. Certain of it. 

Miss H. I v^ I thought so ; for though we spoke 
for some time together, yet his fears were such, that he 
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Aever once looked up daring the interview. Indeed 
if he had, my bonnet would have keep him from seeing 
me. 

MahL But what do you hope from keeping him in 
his mistake. 

^ jlftss /f. In the first place, I shall be seen ; and 
that is no small advantage to a girl who brings her face 
to market. Then I shall perhaps make an acquaintance ; 
and that’s no small victory gained over one who never 
addresses any but the vilest of her sex. But my chief 
aim is to take my gentleman off his guard, and like an 
invisible champion of romance, examine the giant’s 
force before I offer to combat. 

Maid. But are you sure you can act your part, and 
disguise your voice, so that he may mistake that, as he 
has already mistaken your person. 

Miss H. Never fear me. 1 think 1 have got the true 
bar cant — Did your honour call? — Attend the Lion 
there— Pipes and tobacco for the Angel— The Lamb 
has been outrageous this half hour. 

Maid, It will do, madam, but he*s here. 

[Exity r..H. 

Enter Marlow, l.h. 

Mar, What a bawling in every part of the house ! I 
have scarce a moment’s repose. If 1 go to the best 
room there 1 find my host and his story. If 1 fly to 
the gallery, there we have my hostess with her curtsey 
down to the ground. 1 have at last got a moment to 
myself, and now for recollection. {Walks and muses.) 

Miss H, Did you call, sir ? did your honour call ? 

Th^ar* * ( Musing,) As for Miss Hardcastle, she’s too 
grave and sentimental for me. 

Miss H, Did ydur honour call ? 

{She sHll places herself before he turning awojf,) 

Mar, No child. {Musing,) Besides, from the glimpse 
I had of her, I think she squints. 

Miss H. l*m sure, sir, 1 heard the bell ring. 

Mar, No, no. {Musing,) 1 have pleased my father. 
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Mar, Airs well, she don’t laugh at me. {Aside.) 
Do you ever work, child ? 

Mhs H. Ay, sure. There's not a screen or a quilt 
in the whole hou«e, but can bear witness to that. 

Mar, Odso! Then you must show m Ik your embroi- 
dery. 1 embroider and draw patterns myself a little. 
If you want a judge of your work, you must apply to 
me. {Seizing her hand,) 

Miss H, Ay, but the colours don't look well by 
candle-light. You shall see all in the morning. 

(Struggling.) 

Mar. And why nofc now, my angel ? Such beauty 
fires beyond the power 6t resistance. — Pshaw ! the fa- 
ther here ! My oid hick ! I never nicked seven that I did 
not throw ames ace three times following. [ExU, l.h. 

“Enter Hahdcastj.e, R.n. wh^ stands in surprise. 

Hard. So, madam ? So, I find this is your modest 
lover. This is your humble admirer, that kept his eyes 
fixed on the ground, and only ador'd at humble dis- 
tance. — Kate, Kate, art thou not ashamed to deceive 
your father so ? 

Miss H. Never trust me, my dear papa, but he’s 
still the modest man I first took him for; you’ll be 
convinced of it as well as 1. 

Hard, By the hand of my body, I believe his im- 

E udence is infectious ! Didn’t I see him seize your 
and ? Didn't 1 see him haul you' about like a milk- 
maid ? and now you talk of his reopect and his mo- 
desty, forsoothd 

JiM^s H, But if I shortly convince you of his mo- 
dei^ty^ that he has only the faufts that will pass off With 
tiipe, and the virtues that wild improve with age, 1 hope 
forgive him. 

' Hurd, The girl would actually make one run mad ; 
1 t^ll you I’ll not be convinced. 1 am convinced. He 
has scarcely been three hours in the bouse, and he has 
already encroacned on all my prerogatives. You may 
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like his impudence, and call it modesty. But my son- 
in-law, madam, must have very cliflerent qualifications. 

MissH, Sir, I ask but this ni^htto convince you. 

flard. You shall not have half the time ; for I have 
thoughts of turning him out this very hour. 

^ Miss M. Give me that hour then, and I hope to 
satisfy you. 

Hard. Well, an hour let it be then. But I’ll have 
no trifling with your father. All fair and open, do you 
mind me. \Kxeunt ; Hard. u.h. Miss H E/H. 

KND OF ACT III. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — old-fashioned House. 

Enter Marlow, r.h. followed by a Servemt* 

Mar, I wonder what Hastings could mean by send- 
ing me so valuable a thing as a casket to keep for him, 
when he knows the only place 1 have is the seat of a 
post coach at an inn door. Have you deposited the 
casket with the landlady, as I ordered you? Have you 
put it into her own hands ? 

Serv. YesyiQfour honour. 

Mar. She said she*d keep it safe, did she ? " 

Serv. Yes, she said she’d keep it saUfe enough; she 
asked me how 1 came by it ? and she ssud she bad a 
griii mind to make me give an account of myself. 

Mar. Ha ! ha ! ha ! They’re safe, however. What 
an unaccountable set of beings have we got amongst ! 
This little bar^maid, though, runs in my head most 
strangely, and drives out the absurdities of all the rest 
of the family. She’s mine, she must be mine, or I’m 
greatly mistaken. 
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Mar. All’s well, she don’t laugh at me. {Aside.) 
Do you ever work, child ? 

Mhs H. Ay, sure. There’s not a screen or a quilt 
in the whole hou«e, but can bear witness to that. 

Mar. Odso ! Theii you must show mb your embroi- 
dery* 1 embroider and draw patterns myself a little. 
If you want a judge of your work, you must apply to 
me. {Seizing her hand.) 

Miss H. Ay, but the colours don’t look well by 
candle-light. You shall see all in the morning. 

{Struggling.) 

Mar. And why noi now, my angel? Such beauty 
fires beyond the power ot resistance.— Pshaw ! the fa- 
ther here ! My oid luck ! I never nicked seven that I did 
not throw ames ace three times following. [Exit^ L.ii. 

Enter Hardcastlk, r.it. whq, stands in surprise. 

Hard. So, madam ? So, I find this is your modest 
lover. This is your humble admirer, that kept his eyes 
fixed on the ground, and only ador’d at humble dis- 
tance. — Kate, Kate, art thou not ashamed to deceive 
your father so ? 

Miss H Never trust me, my dear papa, but he’s 
still the modest man I first took him for; you’ll be 
convinced of it as well as 1. 

H^ard. By the hand of my body, 1 believe his im- 

E udence is infectious ! Didn’t 1 see him seize your 
and ? Didn’t 1 see him haul you about^Hke a milk- 
maid ? and now you talk of bis respect and his mo- 
desty, forsoothd 

Afjss H. But if 1 shortly convince you of his mo- 
deqty, that he has only the faults that will pass offUith 
tim^e, aii<) the virtues that wiklimpruve with age, 1 hope 
you'li forgive him. 

^ Hard. The girl would aetually make one run mad ; 
1 t^iryou !M1 not be convinced. I am convinced. He 
has scarcely beep three hours in the house, and be has 
already encroacned on alt my prerogatives. You may 



y TO CON(jlU£R. 51 

like lus impudence, and call it modesty. But my son- 
in-law, madam, must have very different qualifications. 
Missile Sir, I ask but this night to convince you. 
flard* You shall not have half the time ; for I have 
thoughts of turning him out this very hour. 

Miss H. Give me that hour then, and T hope to 
satisfy you. 

Hard* Well, an hour let it be then. But Til have 
no trifling with your father. All fair and open, do you 
mind me. \Kxeunt ; Hard, n.H. Miss H l^h. 

KND OP ACT III. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — old-fashioned House, 

Enter Marlow, r.h. followed hy a Servant, 

Mar. 1 wonder what Hastings could mean by send- 
ing me so valuable a thing as a casket to keep i<sr him, 
when he knows the only place I have is the seat of a 
post coach at an inn door. Have you deposited the 
casket with the landlady, as I prdered you ? Have you 
put it into her own hands ? 

Serv, Yesypyour honour. 

Mar. She said she*d keep it safe, did she ? * o 

Serv, Yes, she said she’d keep it saib enough ; she 
asked me how 1 came by it ? and she said she had a 
grd^ mind to make me give an accenmt of myself. 

Mar. Ha ! ha ! ha 1 They’re safe, however. What 
an unaccountable set of beings have we got amongst ! 
This Httle bar-maid, though, runs in my head most 
strangely, and drives out the absurdities of all the rest 
of the family. She’s mine, she must be mine, or I’m 
greatly niistaken. 
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Enter Hastings, l . h . 

Hast, Bless me ! I quite forgot to tell her thet 1 
intended to repair to the bottom of the garden. 
Marlow here, and in spirits too ! 

Mar, Give me joy, George I Crown me, shadow me 
with laurels ! WcjjI, George, after all, we modest fel- 
lows don't want for success among the women. 

Hast, Some women, you mean. But what success 
has your honour's modesty been crowned with now, 
that it grows so insolent upon us ? 

Mar, Didn’t you see the tempting, brisk, lovely, 
little thing that runs about the house with a hunch of 
keys to her girdle ? 

Hast, Well! and what then? 

Mar, She’s mine, you rogue you. Such fire, such 
motion, such eyes, such lips — but, egad 1 she would 
not let me kiss them though. 

Hast, But are you so sure, so very sure of her ? 

Mar, Why, man, she talk’d of showing me her work 
above stairs, and I’m to improve the pattern. 

Hast, .But how can you, Charles, go about to rob a 
woman of her honour ? 

Mar, Pshaw ! pshaw ! We all kdow the honour of 
the bar maid of an inn. I don’t intend to rob her, take 
my word for it; there’s nothing in this house I shan’t 
honestly pay for. 

Hast, I believe the girl has virtue. • 

ilfarr And if she has, 1 should be the last man in the 
world that wofid attempt to corrupt it. 

Hast, You have taken care, I hope, of the casket I 
sent you to lock up ? It’s in safety ? 

Mar» Yes, yes. It’s safe enough. I have taken care 
of it. But how could you think the seat of a post- 
coach at an inn-door a place of safety ? Ah, numb- 
skull ! 1 have taken better precautions for you than 
you did for yourself — I have — 

Hast, What? 

Mar, I have sent it to the landlady to keep for you. 
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^ Hast, To the landlady ! 

-^jTar/ Tlie landlady. 

Bast, You did ? 

Mar, I did. She*s to be answerable for its forth- 
coming, you know. 

HcLst, Yes, she’ll bring it forth with a witness. 

Mar, Wasn’t I right ? I believe you’ll allow that I 
acted prudently upon this occasion. , 

Hast, He must not see my uneasiness. {Aside,) 

Mar, You seem a little disconcerted though, me- 
thinks. Sure nothing has happened ? 

Hast, N6, nothing. Never was in better spirits in 
all my life. And so you left it with the landlady, who, 
no doubt, very readily undertook the charge ? 

Mar, Rather too readily. For she not only kept the 
casket, but, through her great precaution, was going to 
keep the messenger too. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Hast, He ! he ! he ! They’re safe, however. 

Mar, As a guinea in a miser’s purse. 

Hast* So now all hopes of fortune are at an end, and 
we must set off without it. {Aside,) Well, Charles, 
ril leave you to your meditations on the pretty bar- 
maid, and, he ! he ! he ! may you be as successful for 
yourself as you have been for me. ^ l.h. 

Mar, Thank ye, George ; I ask no more. Ha ! ha ! 
ha I 

m ^ 

Enter Hardcastle, r.h. 

Hard. 1 no longer know my own house. It’s turned 
all topsy-turvy. His servants have gqf^runk already. 
I'll bear it no longer ; and yet, from my respect for his 
fjUtlasr, I’ll be. calm. {Aside.) Mr. Marlow, your ser- 
vant. Tm your very humble servant. {Bowing law.) 

Mar, Sir, your humble servant. — What^'s to be the 
wonder now ? {Aside,) 

Hard, I believe, sir, you must be sensible, sir, that 
no man alive ought to be more welcome than your 
father’s son, sir. I hope you think so. 

Mar. 1 do from my soul, sir. 1 don*t want much 
D 3 
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entreaty. I generally make my father's sog welcome 
wherever he goes. 

Hard, 1 believe you do, from my soul, sir. But 
though I say nothing to your own conduct, that of 
your servants is insuperable. Their manner of drink- 
ing is setting a very bad example in this house, 
I assure you. 

Mar, 1 protestj^ my very good sir, that's no fault of 
mine. If they don’t drink as they ought, they are to 
blame : I ordered them not to spare the cellar; 1 did, 
* 1 assure you. {To the eUte scene,) Here, let one of my 
servants come up. (To Hard.) My positive directions 
were, that as I did not drink myself, they should make 
up for my deficiencies below. 

Hai'd, Then they had your orders for what they do ? 
I’m satisfied. 

Mar. They had, I assure you: you shall hear from 
one of themselves. 

£nter SEnvAHiT, drunk, t.H. 

You, Jeremy! Gome forward, sirrah ! What were my 
orders } were you not told to drink freely, and call for 
^what you thought fit, for the good of the house ? 

Hard. 1 begin to lose my patience. {Aside.) 

Jer. ^Please your honour, liberty and Fleet-street for 
ever, though I’m but a servant. Pm as good as another 
maa; I’ll drink for no manbefoia supper, sir, damme ! 
Good liquor will sit upon a good supper, but a good 
supper will not sit upon — hiccup — upon iny conscience, 
sir. (Exit, L.H. 

Mar. You ^e, my old friend, the fellow is as drunk 
as he possibly can be. I don’t know what you’d have 
" unless you’d have the poor devil soused in a 

Zounds ! he’ll drive me distracted if I contain 
any longer. {Aside-) Mr. Marlow, sir. 1 have 
submitted to your insolence for more than four hours, 
and I saa'iio li^lihood of its coming to an end. Pm 
now revived to be master, here, sir, and I desire that 
y^ljod your drunken pack may leave my house directly. 
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Mar^ licave yout house !— Sure you jest, my good 
friend ? What, when I*nfi doing what 1 can to please 
you ? 

Hard. I tell you, sir, you don’t please me; sol de- 
sire you’ll leave my house. 

Mar, Sure you cannot be serious* At this time 
o’night, and such a night? You only mean to banter 
me. , 

Hard- f tell you, sir, l*m serious ; and, now that 
my passions are roused, I say this house is mine, sir; 
this house is mine, and 1 command you to leave it di- 
rectly. 

Mar. Fla ! ha! ha ! A puddle in a storm. Isha’n’t 
stir a step, I assure you. {In ti serious tone,) This 
your house, fellow 1 It’s my house. This is my house. 
Mine, while I choose to stay. What right have you 
to bid me leave this house, sir? I never met with 
such impudence, curse me, hei'cr in my whole life be- 
fore. 

Hard^ Nor I, confound me if ever I did. To come 
to my to call for what he likes, to turn me out 

of my own chair, to insuit the family, to order his 
servants to get drunk, and then to tell rue, this hous^ 
is mine, sir. By all that’s impudent it makes me 
laugh. Ha ! ha I lia ! ha ! Pray, sir, {Bantering,) as 
you take the house, what think you of taking the rest 
of the furniture ? Tliere’s a pair of silver candlesticks, 
and there’s a tire-screen, and a pair of bellows, perhaps 
you may take a fancy to them ? 

Mar, Bring me your bill, sir, bring me your bill, 
and let’s make no more words about it. 

Hard. There are a of prints too. What think 
of the Rake’s Progress for your own apartment ? 

Mar. Bring me your bill, I say ; and I’ll leave you 
and your infernal house directly. . 

Hard. Then there’s a bright, brazen warming^^pan, 
that you^may see your own brazen fa^e in. 

Mdr. My bill, 1 say. 

1 had forgot the great chair, for your own 
particular slumbers, after a hearty meal. 

» 4 
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Mar. Zounds ! bring me my bill» I say, and ]et*s 
hear no more on’t. 

Hard. Young man, young man, from your father’s 
letter to me, 1 was taught to expect a well-bred, mo- 
dest man, as a visitor here, but now 1 find him ho 
better than a coxcomb and* a bully ; but he will be 
down here presently, and shall hear more of il. 

L.H. 

Mar. How’s this,? sure 1 have not mistaken the 
house ! Every thing looks like an inn. The servants 
cry, coming 1 The attendance is awkward ; the bar- 
maid too to attend dl. But she’s here, and will furr 
ther inform me. Whither so fast, child ? a word with 
you. 


Enter Mfss Hardcastle, l.h. 

Miss H. Let it be short, then; Fm in a hurry — 1 be- 
lieve he begins to find out his mistake, but it’s too soon 
quite to undeceive him. * {Aside^) 

Mar. Pray, child, answer me one question. Wiiat 
are you, and what may your business in this house be t 

Miss JET. A relation of the family, sir. 

Mar. What, a poor relation ? 

Miss H. Yes j S\v. A poor relation, appointed to 
keep the keys, and to see that the guests want nothing 
in my power to give them. 

* Mar. That is, you act as the bar-maid of this inn. 

Miss £r. Inn ! O law— -What brought that in your 
head ! One of the best families in the county keep an 
inn i Ha! ha ! ha ! old Mr. Hardcastle's house an inn. 

Mar. Mr. Hardctstle’s housd"! Is this house Mr. 
Hardcas&le’s house, child ? vo. 

Miss H. Ay^ij^r, whose else should it be ? 

So t h^i^ lFs out, and 1 have been damnably 
imfKMed on. ^^confound my stupid head, I shall be 
lavished at over the whole town. 1 shall be {^tuck up 
in car|catura, in all the print-shops. The Dullissimo 
Iklacaroni. mfttake this house of all others for an 
inn, and my father’s old friend for an inn-keeper. 
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What a swaggering puppy must he take me for. Wlmt 
a silly puppy do I find myself. There again, may 
I he bang’d, my dear, but I mistook you for the bar- 
maid. 

* Miss H. Dear me ! dear me ! I’m sure there’s no- 
thing in my behaviour to put me upon a level with one 
of that stamp. 

Mar. Nothing, my dear, nothing. But I was in for 
a list of blunders, and could not help making you a 
subscriber.. My stupidity saw every thing the wrong 
way. 1 mistook your assiduity for assurance, and your 
simplicity for allurement. But it's all over. — This 
house 1 no niore show my face in. 

Miss H. I hope, sir, 1 have done nothing to dis- 
oblige you. I'm sure I should be sorry to affront any 
gentleman who has been so polite, and said so many 
civil things to me. I’m sure I should be sorry — (/•rc- 
tending to cry .) — if he left the family upon my account. 
I'm sure I should be sorry people said any thing amiss, 
since I have no fortune but my character. 

Mar. By heaven, she weeps. This is the first mark 
of tenderness I ever had from a modest woman, and it 
touches me. {AHde.) 

Miss Hm I’m sure my family is as good as Miss 
Hardcastle’s ; and, though I’m poor, that’s no great 
misfortune to a contented mind ; and, until this moment 
1 never thought that it was bad to want fortune. 

Mar. And why now, my pretty simplicity? 

Miss H. Because it puts me at a distance from one, 
that if 1 had a thousand pounds I would give it all to. 

Mar. This ^ilnplicity bewitches me, so that if I stay 
I’m undone, i must make one bold effort, and leave 
{Aside.) Excuse me, my lovely girl, you are the 
only part of the family I leave with reluctance. But 
to be plain with you, the difierence of our birth, for-* 
tune, and education, make an honourable connection * 
impossible ; and I can never harbour a tliought of se- 
ducing simplicity that trusted in my honour; or of 
bringing ruin upon one, whose only fault was being 
too lovely. fiSanV, 
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Miss JT* I never knew half his merit till now. He 
^all not go, if 1 have power or art to detain him. I’ll 
still preserve the character in which I stooped to con- 
quer, but will undeceive my papa, who perhaps mSy 
laugh him out of his resolution. [Exit, R.H. 

Enter Tony and Miss Nkvillr, r.h. 

Tmy. Ay^ you may steal for yourselves the next 
time ; I have done my duty. She has got the jewels 
again, that’s a sure thing ; bat she believes it was all a 
mistake of the servants. 

Miss N. But, my dear cousin, sure you won’t for- 
sake us in th«s distress. If she in the least suspects 
that 1 am going off, 1 shall certainly be locked up, 
or sent to my aunt Pedigree’s, which is ten times 
worse. 

7hny. To be sure, aunts of all kinds are damned 
bad things. But what can 1 do ? I have got you a 
pair of horses that will fly like Whistlejacket, and I’m 
sure you can’t say but I have courted you nicely 
before her face. Here she comes; we must court a bit 
or two more, for fear she should suspect us. 

{They retire and seem to fondle,) 

Enter Mas. Hardcastlb, r.h. 

Mrs. H. Well, 1 was greatly fluttered, to be sure. 
But^ my son tells me it was all a mistake of the ser- 
vants. 1 sha’n’t be easy, however, till they are fairly 
married, and then let her keep her own fortune# But 
what do I see ? Fondling together, as 1 am alive. I 
never saw Tony so sprightly before. Ha ! haviK ^ 
egfight you, my pretty doves ! What, billing^exchling- 
in|^ stolen glances, and broken murmurs?^ Ha! 

As for murmurs, motjier, we grumble a little 
now and then, to be sure. But there’s no love lost be- 
tween m. ^ 

jl&s. M. A mere sprinkling, . Tony, upon the flame, 
^niy to make it burn brighter. 
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Miss Cousin Tony protnises to give m more of 
his conapany at home, liiciecd he sha'n’t leave us any 
more. It wonH leave us, cousin Tony, will it > 

Tony* Oh I it’s a pretty creature. No^ Td sooner 
Idave my horse in a pond, than leave you when you 
smile upon one so. Your laugh makes you so be-*' 
coming. 

Miss iVl Agreeable cousin ! wh(\ can help admiring 
that natural humour, that pleasant, broad, red, thought^ 
less — {Patting his cheek,) — Ha ! it’s a bold face. 

Mrs. H. Pretty innocence ! 

Tony,, I’m sure 1 always loved cousin Con’s haael 
eyes, and her pretty long fingers, that she twists this 
way and that over the harpsicholls, like a parcel of 
bobbins. 

Mrs, H, Ah, he would charm the bird from the 
tree, I was never so happy before. My boy takes 
after his father, poor Mr. Lumpkin, exactly. The 
jewels, my dear Con, shall be yours incontinently. 
You shall have them. Isn’t he a sweet boy, rny dear? 
You shall be married to-morrow, and we'll put off the 
rest of his education, like Dr. Drowsy’s sermons, to a 
fitter opportunity. 

Enter Dicgory, l.h.d. 

JDig, Where’s the ’squire ? 1 have gov a letter for 
your worship. 

Tony, Give it to my mamma. She reads all my 
letters first. 

I^ig, i had orders to deliver it into your own 
hands. 

Tony, Who does it come from ? 

~^i^, YoUr worship mun ask that o’the letter itself. 

Tony, I could wish to know, though. 

(Turning the letter and gazing on it,) 

Miss N, (Aside*) Undone, undone! A letter to 
him from Hastings. 1 know the hand. ' If my aunt* 
Sees it, we are ruinedYor ever. I’ll keep her employed 
a little if 1 can.-*— (7b Mrs. Hardcastle*)’^^\xt 1 have 
not told you, madam, of my cousin’s smart answer just 
.d6 
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> now to Mr, Marlow. We so laugh'd. You must 
know, madam-— this way a little, for he must not hear 
I us. {They conferj) 

Tony, {Still gazing^ A damned cramp piece of 
penmanship as ever I saw in my life. 1 can read your 
print-hand very well. But here they’re are such handles, 
and shanks, and dashes, that one can scarce tell the head 
from the tail. To Anthony Lumpkin^ Esq, — It’s very 
odd, 1 can read the outside of my letters, wliere my 
own name is well enough. But when 1 come to open 
it, it is all — buzz. That’s hard, very hard; for the 
inside of the letter is always the cream of the corres- 
pondence. 

Mrs, H, Ha ! ha ! ha! Very well, very well. And so 
my son was too hard for the philosopher. 

{Aside to Miss iV.) 

Miss Yes, madam ; but you must hear the rest, 
madam. A little more this way, or he may hear us. 
You’ll hear how he puzzled him again. 

{Aside to Mrs. H.) 

Mrs, H, He seems strangely puzzled now himself, 
methinks. {Aside to Miss iV . ) 

Tony, {Still gazing.) A damned up and down hand, 
as if It was disguised in liquor. — Reading,) — Dear 
sir. Ay, that’s that. Then there’s an AT, and a Ty 
and an S; but whether the next be an izzard or an iZ, 
confound me, 1 cannot tell. 

Mrs, JET.^ What’s that, my dear? Can I give you any 
asAtance ? 

Miss N, Pray, aunt, let me read it. Nobody reads 
a cramp hand better than I. — {JHvitching the letter 
from her) — ^Do you know who it is from ? 

Tony. Can’t tell, except from Dick Ginger, 
feeder. 

Ay, so it is. — {Pretending to redd.) — Dear 
f;: ^ hojring that you're in healthy as I am at 
J%e gentlemen of the Shake^bag club has 
the gentlemen of the Goose-green quite out of 
''^'^feedher, Theodds--qum — odd battle — um — hong fights 
if ^ — um — ^here, here, it’s all about cocks, and fighting ; 
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it’s of no consequence ; here, put up, put it upw — 

( Thrusting the crumpled letter upon him,) 
Tony, But I tell you, miss, it’s of all the conse- 
quence in the world. 1 would not lose the rest of it 
tor a guinea. Here, mother, do you make it out. Of 
no consequence ! (Giving Mrs, Hardcaslle the let^ 
ter,) 

Mrs, H, How’s this ? ^ (Heads^ 

Dear Squire^ — Tm now waiting for Miss Neville, 
with a post-chaise and pair, at the bottom of the 
garden ; but I find my horses yet unable to perform 
the journey, I expect you'll assist us with a pair of 
fresh horses, as you promised. Despatch is neces- 
sary, as the hag, (ay, the hag,} your mother, will 
otherwise suspect us, Your*s, 

Hastings. 

Grant me patience ! 1 shall run distracted ! My rage 
chokes me. 

Miss N, I hope, madam, you’ll suspend your resent- 
ment for a few moments, and not impute to me any 
Impertinence, or sinister design that belongs to an- 
other. 

Mrs, H, (Curtseying very low,) Fine-spoken ma- 
dam, you are most miraculously polite and engaging, 
and quite the very pink of courtesy and circumspec- 
tion, madam. (Changing he/ tone,) And you, you 
great ill-fashioned oaf, with scarce sense enough to 
keep your mouth shut, were you too joined against 
me ? But I’il defeat all your plots in a momentf^ As 
for you, madam, since you have got a pair of fresh 
horses ready, it would be cruel to disappoint them.— 
So, if you please, instead of running away with your 
park, prepare, this very moment, lo run off with me;! 
Your old aunt Pedigree will keep you secure. I’ll war-, 
rant me. You too, sir, may mount your horse, and. 
guard' us upon the way. I^ere, Thomas, Roger, Dig* 
gory; 1*11 show you, that I wish you better than you; 
do yourselves. ^ [Eixit, 

Miss Nn So, now I’m completely ruined. | 

Tony, Ay, that’s a sure thing. | 
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Miss jV, What hg^ter could be expected from being 
connected with such a stupid fool, and after all the 
Mds and signs 1 made him ? 

2hny, By the laws, miss, it was your own clever- 
ness, and not ttiy stupidity, that did your busitiess. — 
You were nice and so busy with your Shakc-bags 
and Goose-greens, that I thought you could never be 
making believe. 

Enter Hastings, l.h. 

Hasim. So, sir, 1 find by my servant, that you have 
shown my letter, and betray’d us. Was this well done, 
young gentleman i 

Thny, Kerens another. Ask miss there who be- 
tray’d you. Ecod, it was her doing, not mine. 

{Seats himself on the table,) 

Enter Marlow, r.h. 

Mar. So, I have been finely used here among you. 
Rendered contemptible, driven into ill-manners, de- 
spised, insulted, laughed at. 

Tony. Here’s another. We shall have old Bedlam 
broke loose presently. 

Miss And there, sir, is the gentleman to whom 
we all owe every obligation. 

Mar. What can 1 say to him, a mere boy, an idiot, 
whose ignorance and age are a protection. 

Mast. A poor contemptible booby, that would but 
disgrace correction. 

Miss Yet with cunning and malice enough to 
make himself merry with all our embarrassments. 

Mast. An insensible cub. 

Mar. Replete with tricks and mischief. 

Tony. Baw ! {Starts up.) damme, but I’ll fight you 
> 0 th) one after the other-r*|rith baskets. 

Mar. As for him, he’s below resentment. But your 
Mr. Hastings, requires an explanation. You 
cnew of mistakes, vet would not undeceive me. 

Mast. Tortured as u am with my own disappoint^ 



TO CONQUER. 63 

> ments, is thfs a time for explanatipns? It is not friendly, 
Mr. Marlow. 

Mar, But, sir — 

Miss N* Mr. Marlow, we never kept on your mis« 
titlce, till it WHS too late to undeceive you. Be pacified. 

# 

Enter Diggory, l.h. 

jDigg^ My mistress desires you’ll get ready iinme^ 
diately, madam. The horses are*putting to. Yout 
hat and things are in the next room. We are to g<; 
tliirty miles before morning. fEsit^ uh 

Miss I come. Oh, Mr. Marlow, if you knew 
what a scene of constraint and ill- nature lies before me 
Tm sure it would convert your resentment into pity. 

Mrs. H. (/3^/Mm.) Miss Neville ! Constance; whj 
Constance, I say. 

Miss N. I’m coming. Well, constancy. Remem- 
ber, constancy is the word. [Exil^ t..H. 

Hast. My heart, how can I support this ? To be sc 
near happiness, and such happiness ! 

Mar^ {To Tony.) You see now, young gentleman, 
the effects of your folly. What might be amusemeni 
to you, is here disappointment, and even distress. 

Tony. {From a reverie.) £cod, I have hit it. It’i 
here. Your hands. Yours, and yours, my pool 
Sulky. Meet me two hours hence at the bottom o 
the garden ; and if you don’t find Tony Lumpkin f 
more good-natured fellow than you thought for, VI 
give you leave to take my best horse, and Bet Bounce: 
into the bargain. Come along. 

[Exeunt, r.h 


ACT V. 

SCENE old-fashioned House. 

Sf rCh A rlesMar LOW ancf Harocastlk, r.h.r 

Hoards Ha 1 ha ! ha ! The peremptory tone in whicl 
he sent forth his sublime commands. 
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Sir C. And the reserve with which I suppose he < 
treated all your advanees. 

Hard, And yet he might have seen something in me 
above a common innkeeper, too. 

Sir C, Yes, Dick, but he mistook you for an liri- 
comnfon innkeeper, ha ! ha ! ha! 

Hkrd, Well, Tm in too good spirits to think of any 
thing but joy. Yes, my dear friend, this union of our 
families will make our personal friendships hereditary ; 
and though my daughter’s fortune is but small — 

Sir C. Why, Dick, will you talk of fortune to me : 
my son is possessed of more than a competence already ? 
and can want nothing but a good and virtuous girl to 
share his happiness, and increase it. If they like each 
other, as you say they do — 

Hard, If, man 1 I tell you they do like each other. 
My daughter as good as told me so. 

Sir C* But girls are apt to flatter themi^elves, you 
know. 

Hard, I saw him grasp her hand in the warmest 
manner myself; and here he comes to put you out of 
your ifs, 1 warrant him. 

Enter Marlow, l.h. 

Mar. 1 come, sir, once more, to ask pardon for my 
strange conduct. 1 can scarce reflect on my insolence 
without confusion. 

Hard* Tut, boy, a trifle. You take it too gravely. 
An hour or two’s lai^^hing with my daughter will set 
to rights again. — She’ll never like you the worse 

l^pferar. Sir> I shall be always proud of her approbation 

Hard, Approbation is but a cold word, Mr. Marlow ; 
if I am not deceived, _you have something more than 
approbation thereabouts. You take me. 

Mar. Really, sir, J have not that happiness. 

Come, boy, I’m an old fellow, and know what’s 
what, a| well as you that are younger. I know what 
4ii0'pasMd between you ; but mum. 
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Mar, Sure, sir, nothing has passed between us but 
the most profound respect on my side, and the most 
distant reserve on lier*s. You don*t think, sir, that 
impudence has been passed upon all the rest of the 
family. 

Hard, Impudence > No, I don’t say that — Not quite 
impudence. — Girls like to be played with, and rumpled 
too sometimes. But she has told no^ales, T assure you. 

Mar, May I die, sir, if I ever — 

Hard, I tell you, she don’t dislike you ; and as I’m 
sure you like her — 

Mar, Dear sir, I protest, sir — 

Hard, 1 see no reason why you should not be joined 
as fast as the parson can tie you. 

Mar, But why won’t you hear me ? By all that’s just 
and true, 1 never gave Miss Hardcastle the slightest 
mark of my attachment, or even the most distant bint 
to suspect me of affection. We had but one interview, 
and that was formal, modest, and uninteresting. 

Hard, This fellow’s formal, modest impudence is 
beyond bearing. {Aside,) 

Sir C. And you never grasp’d her hand, or made any 
protestations ? 

Mar, As heaven is my witness, I came down in obe- 
dienCjC to your commands* I saw the lady without 
emotion, and parted without reluctance. 1 hope you’ll 
exact no further proofs of my duty, nor prevent me 
from leaving a house in which J suffer so many morti- 
fications. ^ [Eadt, L.H. 

Sir C, I’m astonish’d at the air of sincerity with' 
which he parted.' 

Hard, And I’m astonish’d at the deliberate intrepi- 
of hi^ssurance. 

Sir C, I dare pledge my life and^onour upon his 
truth* 

Hard, Here comes my daughter, and 1 would stake 
my happiness upon her veracity. 

Enter Miss Hardcastle, r.h. 

Kate, come hither, child. Answer us sincerely, and 
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'Without reserve ; has Mr. Marlow made you any pro- 
fessions of love and affection ? 

Miss II. The question is very abrupt^ sir: but since 
5»ou require unTeserved sincerity, I think he has. 

Hard. {To Sir C.) You see. 

Sir C. And pray, madam, have you and my son had 
more than one interview ? 

Miss H. Yes, sir, several. 

Hard. {To Sir C.) You see. 

Sir C. But did he profess any attachment ? 

Miss H. A lasting one. 

A^ir C. Did he talk of love ? 

Miss H. Much, sir. 

Sir C, Amazing! and all this formally ? 

Miss //. Formally. 

Hard. Now, my friend, 1 hope you are satisfied. 

Sir C, And how did he behave, madam ? 

Miss H. As most professed admirers do. Said some 
civil things of my face^ talked much of his want of 
merit, and the greatness of mine : mentioned his heart, 
gave a short tragedy speech, and ended with pretended 
rapture. 

Sir C. Now Tm perfectly convinced ; indeed, I know 
his convwsation among tvomen to be modest and sub- 
missive. This forward, canting, ranting, manner no 
means describes him, and Tm confident he never sat 
for the picture. 

Miss H. Then what, sir, if I should convince you to 
your face of my sincerity? If you and my papa, in 
about half an haur, will place yourselves behind that 
screen, you shall hear him declare his ()assion to me in 
person. 

'Sir^ C. Agreed. And if T find him what you descril^sT. 
all liny happiness*4n him must have an end. 

{^Exeunt ; Hard, and Sir C. r.h. 

Miss H And If you don’t find him what 1 describe 
fear^oiy happiness roust never have a beginning. 

[JExiij L.H. 
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SCENE II. — The Back of the Garden. 

Enter Hastings, j..h. 

Hast. What an idiot am I, to wait here for a fellow, 
who probably takes a delight in mortifying me. *He 
never intended to be punctual, and J’ll wait no longer. 
What do 1 see ? It is he, and perhaps with news of my, 
Constance. 

Enter Tony, booted and spattered^ h.h. 

My honest squire 1 1 now find you a man of your word. 
This looks like friendship. 

Tony. Ay, I’m your friend, and the best friend you 
have in the world, if you knew but all. This riding 
by night, by-the>by, is cursedly tiresome. It has shook 
me worse than the basket of a stage coach. 

HasU But how ? where did you leave your fellow 
travellers ? Are they in safety ? Are they housed ? 

Tony. Five and twenty miles in two houra and a half 
is no such bad driving. 'I'he poor beasts have smoked 
for it. Rabbit me, but Fd rather ride f<irty miles after 
a fox, than ten with such varment. 

Hast. Well, but where have you left the ladies ? I 
die with impatience. 

Tony. Left them ! Why, where shoujd I leave them, 
but where 1 found them ? 

Hast. This is a riddle. 

Tony. Riddle me this, then. What's that goes 
round the house, and round the house, and never 
couches the house ? 

Tm still fistray. 

Tony. Why that’s it, mon. 1 have led them astray. 
By jingo, there's not a pond or slough within five miles 
of Uie place, but they can tell the taste of. 

Hast. Hal ha! ha! 1 understand; you cook them 
in a round, while thay supposed themselves going 
forward. And so you have at last brought them home 
again. 
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Tony. You shall hear. I first took them down 
Feather-bed -lane, where we stuck fast in the mud. — 
I, then rattled them crack over the stones, up-and- 
downhill. 1 then introduced them to the gibbet on 
Heavy-tree-heath,«— and from that, with a oircumben- 
dibus, I fairly lodg’d them in the horsepond at the bot- 
tom of the garden. 

Hast, But no aj^cident, I hope ? 

Tonvy, No, no. Only mother is confoundedly fright- 
ened. She thinks herself forty miles off. She’s sick 
of the journey, and the cattle can scarce crawl. So if 
your own horses be ready, you may whip olF with cou- 
sin, and I’ll be bound that no soul here can budge a 
foot to follow you. ^ 

Hast. My dear friend, how can 1 be grateful ? 

Tony. Ay, now it’s dear friend, noble squire. Just 
now, it was all idiot, cub, and run me through the guts. 
Damn your way of fighting, I say. After we take a 
knock in this part of the country, we shake hands and 
be friends. Hut if you had run me through the guts, 
then I should be dead, and you might go shake hands 
with the hangman. 

Hast. The rebuke is just. But I must hasten to re- 
lieve Miss Neville; if you keep the old lady employed, 
I promise to take care of the young one. [Exit^ r.h. 

Tony. Never fear me. Here she comes. Vanish ! 
She’s got into the pond, and is draggled up to the waist 
like a mermaid. 

Enter 4 Ars. Harocastjlk, l.h. 

Mrs. H. Oh, Tony, I’m kill’d ! Shook! Battered to 
death! 1 shall never survive it. That last jolt that 
us against the quickset-hedge has done my business. 

Tony, Alack, mamma, it was all your own fault. You 
would be for running away by night, without knowing 
one ineb of the way. 

Mrs, H. I wish we were at home again. I never met 
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jolted to a jelly, and at last to lose our way. Where- 
abouts do you think we are, Tony ? 

Tony. By my guess we should be upon Crackskiill- 
cpmmon, about forty miles from home. 

Mrs. H. O lud 1 () lud ! the most notorious spot in 
all the country. We only want a robbery to make a 
complete night on*t. 

Tony. Don't be afraid, mamma, don’t be afraid. 
Two of the five that kept here are hanged, and the v 
other three may not find us. Don’t be afraid. Is that 
a man galloping behind us? No; it’s only a tree. 
Don’t be afraid. 

Mrs. H. The fright will certainly kill me. 

Tony. Do you see any thing like a black hat moving 
behind the thicket ? 

Mrs. H. O death ! 

Tony, No, it’s only a cow. Don’t be afraid, mamma! 
don’t be afraid. 

Mrs^ H As I’m alive, Tony, I see a man coming 
towards us. Ah ! I’m sure on’t. If he perceives us, 
we are undone. 

Tony. Father-in-law, by all that’s unlucky, come to 
take one of his night walks. {Aside.) Ah, it’s a high- 
wayman with pistols as long as my arm. A darnnM ill- 
looking fellow. 

Mrs. H. Good heaven defend us ! he approaches. 

Tony. Do you hide yourself in that thicket, and leave 
me to manage him. If there be any danger I'll cough 
and cry hem. When I cough be sure to kee[> close. 

{Mrs. jy, hides behind a tree in the back scene.) 

Enter Hardcastle, r.h. 

Hard. Tm mistaken, or I heard voices of people in 
want of help. O, Tony, is that you ? 1 did not expect 
you so soon back. Are your mother and her charge in 
safety ? 

Tony. Very safe, sir, at my aunt Pedigree’s. Hem. 

Mrs. H {From behind) Ah, death ! I find tliere’s 
danger. 
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Hard* Forty miles in three hours ; sure that’s too 
much, my youngster. 

Tuny, Stout horses and willing minds make short 
journeys, as they say. Hem. 

Mrs, H, {From behind,) Sure, he’U do the dear 
boy no harm. 

Hard, But I heard a voice here ; I should be glad to 
know from whence it came ? 

Tony, It was I, sir, talking to myself, sir. I was 
saying that forty miles in three hours was very good 
going. Hem- As to be sure it was. Hem. I have 
got a sort of cold by being out in the air. We’ll go in, 
if you please. Hem. 

Hard, But if you talked to yourself, you did not 
answer yourself. I am certain 1 heard two voices, and 
am resolved {Raising his voice.) to find the other out. 

Mrs. H. {Rushiwg forward,) O lud, he’ll murder 
my poor boy, my darling. Here, good gentleman, 
whet your rage upon me. Take my money, my life, 
but sfjare that young gentleman, spare my child, 
if you have any mercy. 

Hard. My wife! as I’m a Christian? From whence 
can she come, or wliat does she mean ? 

Mrs, H, {Kneeling.) Take compassion on us good 
Mr. High way n»an. Take our money, our watches, all 
we have, but spare our lives. We will never bring you 
to justice, indeed we wont, good Mr. Highwayman. 

Hard, I believe the woman’s out of her senses. 
What, Dorothy, don’t you know me ? ^ 

Mrs, H. Mr. Hardcastle, as I’m alive ! My fears 
blinded me. But who, my dear, could have expected 
to meet you here, in this frightful place, so far from 
borne ?— What has brought you to follow us ? 

Hufd, Sure, Dorothy,. you have not lost your wits. 
So fbtr from home, when you are within forty yards of 
yoHr fmn door. {Th Tony,) This is one of your old 
tricks, you graceless rogue you, {To Mrs, H) Don’t 
you know the ^e arid the mulberry-tree ; and chm’t 
you remember fbe horsepond^ my disar ? 

Mrs. H Yes, I shall remember the horsepond as long 
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as 1 live ; 1 have caught my death in it. {To Tmy.) 
And is it to you, you graceless varlet, 1 owe all this. 
I’ll teach you to abuse your moiher, 1 will. 

Tony. Ecod, mother, all the parish say you have 
spoiled me, and so you may take the fruits oii’t^ . 

Mrs. H. ril spoil you, I will. 

[^lieats him off the Stage 

Hard. Ha! ha I ha! * [JEari#, l.h. 

SCENE 111.—^ Parlour. 

Enter Sir Charlks Marlow and Miss Harjd- - 

CASTLK, L.H. 

Star C, What a situation am I in ! If what you say 
appears, 1 shall then find a guilty son. If what he says 
be true, 1 shall then lo»e one that, of all others, 1 most 
wished for adaugitter. 

Miss H. 1 am proud of your approhntion, and to 
show I merit it, if y<»u [dace yourselves as I directed, 
you shall hear his explicit declaration. But he comes. 

Sir C. I’ll to your fatlier, and keep him to the ap- 
pointment, [^EjAL ii.H. 


Enter Mari.ow, l.h. 

3Iar. Though prepared for setting out, 1 come once 
more to take leave ; nor did I, till this moment, know 
the pain I feel in the separation. 

Miss H. (In her otvn natural manner.) 1 believe 
these sufferings cannot be very great, sir, which you 
can so easily remove, J\ day or two longer, perhaps, 
anight lessen your uneasiness, by showing the Htile 
value of what you now think proper to regret. 

Mur. This girl every moment improves upon me. 
{Aside.) It must not be, madam. 1 have already trifled 
too long with my heart, and nothing can restore me to 
myself, but this painful effort of resolution. 

Miss H. Then go, sir, TH urge nothing more to de- 
tain you. Though my family be as good as hei ’s you 
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came down to visit, and my education I hope not in- 
what are these advantages without equal afflu- 
I must remain contented with the slight appro- 
Ibatfon of imputed merit ; I must have only the mock- 
ery of your addresses, while all your serious aims are 
fix’d on fortune. 

Enter Hardcastj.k and Sir Charles Marlow 
frmn behindy r.h. 

Mar^ By heaven, madam, fortune was ever my 
smallest consideration. Yaur beauty at 6rst caught 
my eye, for who could see that without emotion. But 
every moment that 1 converse with you, steals in some 
new grace, hightens, the picture, and gives it stronger 
expression. What at first seemed rustic plainness, now 
appears refined simplicity. What seemed forward as- 
surance, now strij^s me as the result of courageous 
innocence, and conscious virtue. I’m now determined 
to stay, madam, and 1 have too good an opinion of my 
father’s discernment, when he sees you, to doubt his 
approbation. 

Miss H, Sir, I must entreat you’ll desjst. As our 
acquaintance began, so let it end, in indifference. 1 
might have given an hour or two to levity, but seriously, 
Mr. Marlow, do you think I could ever submit to a 
connection where I must appear mercenary, and you 
imprudent ? Do you think 1 could ever catch at the 
confident address of a secure admirer. 

Mar, {Kneeling,) Does this look like security ? 
Does this look like confidence ? No, madam, every 
moment that shows me your merit, only serves to in- 
crease my diffidence and confusion , Here let me con- 
tinue— ^ 

i9i> C, I can hold it no longer. (Coming forward,) 
Charles, Charles, bow hast thou deceived me ! Is this 
indifference, your uninteresting conversation ? 

J(Xrd, Your cold contempt ; your formal interview? 
have you to say now ? 

ter. That I’m ail amazement ! What can it mean ? 

It means that you can say and unsay things 
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at pleasure. That you can address a lady in private, 
and deny it in public; that you havQ one story for iWik 
and another for my daughter. 

fMar. Daughter 1 — this lady your daughter ? 

Hard, Yes, sir, my only daughter, my Kate. Whose 
else should she be ? 

Mar, Oh, the devil ! 

MUs H, Yes, sir, that very identidhl, tall, squinting 
lady you were pleased to take me for. {Curtsepmg,) 
She that you addressed as the mild, modest, sentimen- 
tal man of gravity, and the bold, forward, agreeable 
Rattle of the ladies’ club, ha ! ha! ha! . ' 

Mar, Zounds ! there’s no bearing this. 

Miss H, In which of y^>ur cliaracters, sir, will you 
give us leave to address you ? As the faltering gentle- 
man, with looks on the ground, that speaks just to be 
heard, and hates hypocrisy; or tlie loud, confident 
creature, that keeps it up with Mrs. Mantrap, and old 
Miss Biddy Buckskin, till three in the morning, ha! 
ha! ha! 

Mar, O, curse on my noisy head I I never attempted 
to be impudent, yet, that I was not taken down. I 
must he gone. 

Hard, By the band of my body, but you shall not. 

I see it was all a mistake, and I am rejoiced to find it. 
You shall not, sir, 1 tell you* i know she’ll forgive 
you. Won’t you forgive him, Kate ? We'll all forgive 
you. Take courage, man. 

( They retire^ she tormenting him to the back scene,) 

Rnter Mas. H^KOCiSSTLK and Tony, l.h. 

Mrs, H, So, so, they’re gone off. Let them go, I 

are pot. 

Hard. Who’s gone ? 

Mr**. H, My dutiful niece and her gentleman, Mr. 
(Hastings, from town; he who came down with our 
Fmodest visitor here. 

.Sir C. Who, ray honest Geqrge Hastings? As 
worthy a fellow as lives, and the girl could not have 
made a more prudent choice. 

K 
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Hard, Then by the hand of my body. I’m proud of 
connection. . 

JEnter Hastings and Miss Neville^ l.h. 

* 

Mr^n H. What, returned so soon ! I begin not to 
like it. {Aside.) 

Hast. {To Hardcastle.) For my late attempt to 
fly off with your niece, let my present confusion be my 
punishment. We are now come back, to appeal from 
your justice to your humanity. By her father’s consent 
1 first paid her my addresses, and our passions were 
first founded in duty. 

Miss N, Since Itis death, I have been obliged to 
stoop to dissimulation to avoid oppression. In an 
hour of levity, I was ready to give up my fortune to 
secure my choice.^ But I’m now recovered from the 
delusion, and hope from your tenderness what is denied 
me from a nearer connection. 

Hard. Be it what it will, I’m glad they are come 
back to reclaim their due. Come hither, Tony, boy. 
Do you refuse this lady’s hand whom I now offer you ? 

Tony. What signifies .my refusing? You know 
I can^t refuse her till I’m of age, father. 

Hard. While I thought concealing your age, boy, 
was likely to conduce tot^^your improvement, I concur- 
red with your mother’s desire to keep it secret. But 
since I find she turns it to a wrong use, I must now 
declare you have been of age these three months. 

Tony. Of age ! Am I of age, father ? 

Hard. Above three months. ^ 

Tony. Then you’ll see the first use I’ll make of my 
liberty. {Taking Miss Neville's hand.) Witness alf^ 
men by these presents, that I, Anthony Lumpkin, 

S lUire, of Blank-place, refuse you, Constantia Neville, 
nster, of no place at all, for my true and lawful 
wfft* So Constantia Neville may marry whom she 
pluses, and’ Tony Lumpkin ts his own man again. 

C*. O brave squire 1 
Hast. My worthy friend ? 
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Mrs, H, iJy undutiful offspring ! 

{Beats Tony ^,Hk) 

Mar. Joy, my dear George, 1 give you j oy sinc^rely,j,j 
Ar»d could 1 prevail upon my little tyrant )iere to M 
less arbitrary, 1 should be the happiest man alive, if 
you would return me the favour. 

Hast. {To Miss Hardcastle.) Come, madam, you 
are now driven to the very last sceffe of all your con- 
trivances. 1 know you like him,1’m sure he loves you, ' 
and you must and shall have him. 

Hard. {Joining their hands.) And I saj^ so too. 
And, Mr. Marlow, if she makes as good a wife as she 
has a daughter, 1 don’t believe you’ll ever repent your 
bargain. So now to supper. To-^morrow we shall ga- 
ther all the poor of the parish about us, and the mis- 
takes of the night shall be crowned with a merry morn- 
ing ; so, boy, take her : and as you have bep n mistaken 
in the mistress, my wish is, that you may never be 
mistaken in the wife. 


Disposition of the Characters wl9en the Curtain falU. 
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stoop’d to eonquer with success, 
'>i»»igiii4ta’d a husband* without aid from dress, « 
StiU.|^;i;bar-maid X could wish it too, ** 

Ak i conquer'd him, to conquer you : 

And let me say,, for all your resolut^n. 

That pretty bar-n|aidtthave done execution. 

^Owr Ufe is all a pla 3 r 5 compos’d tft please, 

** have our exits and onr entrances.” 

7^ drst act shows the simple country inmd. 

Harmless and youi^, of every thing afraid ; 

Blushes When hir'd, and with unmeaning action, 

** She hopes as how to giiKd.^figpS saSsfaction.” 

Her secfmd act displays a Iv^ier scene* 

The unh|u8hing J^r-maid of a errantry inn : 

Who. whiidcs about the house, at market caters. 

Talks loud, coquets the guests, and scolds the waiters. 
Next the scene shifts to town, and there she soars. 

The chop-house toast of ogling connoisseurs ; 

On ’squires and cits she there di8x>lays her arts. 

And on the gridiron broils her loveiu* hearts* 

And as she smiles, her triumph to complete, 

Bven oommon-councUmen forget to eat. 

The fourth act shows her wedded to the ’(^uire. 

And madam now begins to bold it higher'; 

Pretends to taste, at operas cries caro. 

And quits her Nancy pawson for Cke Faros 
Dotes upon dancing, and in all her pride, ^ 

Swims round the room, the Heinti of Cheapside ; 
Ogles and leers with artificial skill, 

TUI having lost in age the power to kill, 

sits all night at cards, and ogles at spadille. 

Such through onr lives the eventful history* 

The fifth and last act still remains for me. 

Ttc bar-maid now fbr your protection prays. 

Turns fei^le barrister, and plea& for Bayes. 


Ckcherry 4* Mrintera, 8, White^kart Yard. 
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VENICE PRESERVED. 

Bigotry is not confined to religions opinions ; there is a bigotry of 
politics, of poetry, of science, and of art, and wherever it occurs, it 
is distinguished by the same ferocious, narrow spirit, the same devO" 
tion to itself, and utter abhorrence of all without it ; above all things, 
it dreads innovation of any kind, however requisite and however plau* 
sihle in appearance ; we know therefore well what to expect in offering 
our opinions upon Otway y for they unfortunately are at variance with 
those generally ratertained : we think that his merits have been much 
over-rated, and cannot consent to give up our ideas, though they want 
the sanction of the world. 

There are, no doubt, many poetical passages in ** Venice Preserved,*’ 
but not one of transcendent excellence, not one that the memory loves 
to dwell upon, not one that becomes, as it were, a part of our habitual 
thinking ; yet many such passages may be found in the neglected Ford 
and Webster, and not a few in Decker. Nay, the general tone of this 
play is prosaic : it is indeed measured, but there is neither poetry of 
thought nor of expression : it is prose without the variety of prose : 
there is no distinction of language in the different speakers ; the blus- 
tering of Pierre and the whining of Jaffier are in the same tone, and 
that by no means an agreeable one. As a specimen of this prose in 
fetters, the following lines, not selected, but taken at random, may 
- he offered 

“ Ren. You, Durand, with your thousand, must possess 
St. Mark’s ; you, captain, know your charge already ; 

’Tis to secure the ducal palace. 

Be all this done with the least tumult possible, 

*Till Id each place you post sufficient guards : 

* Then sheathe your swords in every breast you meet. 

Jaf. Oh ! reverend cruelty ! damn’d bloody v?r*iin ’ 



Hen. Diiniig this execution, Ourarul, you 
Must in the midst kci'i) your bnttaiia IVist ; 

And, Tiu'odorc, he sure to plsint the cannon 

That inny cnininand the streets ; 

lliis done, we’ll give the general alarm. 

Apply petards, and force the ars’mil gates ;* 

Then fire the city round in several places. 

Or with our cannon - if it dare resist) 

Hatter to ruin.” 

Again ; — 

“ Sphi. Let ns all drsw our swords, and seareh the house. 

Pull him from the dark hole where he sits broraliug 
O’er his cold fears, and catdi man kill his share of hlni.” 

This last idea of each man killing his share i.s sufficiently liuluTons 
but let it pass. 

In the plot and characters there is a lamentable want of v ariety ; in- 
deed there is very little more than the main actum to fill up the five 
ticts ; we see Pierre but in one relation, us a conspirator, Jajfier but 
as a lover, Jielvidera but, as— we know not what— a nothing. After all 
toO| the principal character, Pierre, is a copy from Shakspeare's Cas- 
sius, but how inferior to the original ; Cassim docs not flit before us 
like a shadow ; he is with us bodily : the very depths of his mind ar<* 
disclosed, and tbit out by description, but by action, and thc' peculiar 
expression of bis thoughts : his soliloquies upon Brutus, his utter reck- 
less defiance of the storm which seems to shake the world, and sever 
the laws of nature, his suspicion in regard to Anthony, his quarrel with 
Brutus, his doubts before the battle, and finally his death, all teml to 
bring out the character with wonderful truth and energy. e do not 
mean to imjmte it as a fault to Otway that he is inferior to Shaksptnre, 
for who has equalled him } we only meant to illustrate our opinions by 
the comparison. 

Muclt has been said alxmt Otway s pathos j that he does j)08ses.s this 
jwwer is true, but most assuredly not in the degree or of the kind 
which is nsuully supposed : he is not so pathetic as Ford, he is not so , 
pathetic as Webster; Shakspeare of course is left out of the question ; 
in the scene between Jaffier and Belvidera, when the former is about 
to sta!> his wife, there is great pathos of situation, but very little of 
language. In the last scene also, there is the same merit, and the same 
defect ; the situation is eminently pathetic, the language is worse than 
nothing ; it is the language of delirium, not of mildness, two maladies 



totally distinct from each other. To imagine situations of distress, 
however acute, is no difficult thing : to give appropriate speech to them, 
is indeed a task for genius, but this genius Otway had not ; he liad lit- 
tle power over language, and though he may be a great writer, is cer- 
tainly not a great poet. 

And here we are tempted to give one short extract from Webster; it 
is exquisitely beautiful, and will serve to show we have not spoken at 
^random. It shotdd, however, be premised, tlait the subject leading to 
the lines is briefly this ; the Duchess of Malfy marries her steward, 
and her brothers, in revenge, by several horrid schemes, endeavour 
to break her heart : finding all the efforts to this end inotrcetual, they 
cause her to be strangled by their agent Boso/a— the deed is done—' 
JVrdiVian/f enters. 

“ Ter, Is she dead ? 

Bos, She is what you would have her. 

I'ix your eye here. 

Fer, Copstantly. 

Bos, Do you not weep ? 

Other sins only speak, murder shrieks out : 

The element of water moistens th’ earth, 

But blood flics upwards, and bedews the heavens. 

Ftr, Cover her face : mine eyes dazzle— she died young. 

Bos, I think not so : her infelicity 
Scem*d to have years too many. 

Fer, She and I were twins ; 

And should I die this instant, 1 had lived 
f Icr time to a minute.’* 

This is inde^ pathos, and the sublime of poesy : how exquisitely 
beautiful the reluctance of Bosola to name his deed : he can not say 
she is dead—** She is what you would have her.”— How touching the 
relenting speeches of -Ferdinand— “ She died young,”— and his remark 
that they were twins. For our own parts, we do not envy those who 
can read this extract with dry eyes, if indeed it be possible to any one ; 
language so simple, yet at the same time so poetical and energetic, is 
no where else to be found but in Ford, and that immortal genius which 
leaves behind it all human efforts at a hopeless distance. But Weh^ 
ster lived in a happy period ; there were neither newspapers nor Scotch 
critics; none of those self-elected centinels, who have placed them- 
selves on the road to Parnassus, and who with the bayonets of criti- 
cism would drive back all visitors to the god of poesy, except their 



I'riends ami Ci*uutrymen ; nom* of those lieavy scribblers, \vlu> think 
it their own merit that they can censure the works of others, jiiilling 
down every thing, and building ui> nothing. It w)is not then the ms- 
tom to damn every utterniil at strong writing hy the name of German 
and melo-dranintie horrors. ^ 

llioiiias Citway was the son of the Kcv. Mr. lliuiiplirey f Hway, rcetor 
of W'olbeding, in Sussex, and was born at Trotton in that county, 
thedrd. of Mareh, in : he year 16*51. He received his education at 
Wiekehaiu school, near Winchester, and hcc:»inc a conunoiH'r of Christ 
I'hun'h, in (Jxford, in 1669. But on his quitting the university, in 
1674, and coming to l^ondon, he turned player. His success as an 
actor was but indifferent, having made only one attempt in Mrs. Bclm’s 
tragedy of ** The Forced Marriage: or. Jealous Bridegroom.” He 
was more valued for the sprightUncss of his conversation and the acute- 
ness of his wit ; which gained him the friendship of the Earl of Ply- 
mouth, who procured him a cornct\s coni mission in the troops which 
then served in Flanders. After this, he had recourse to writing for the 
stage ; and now it was that he found out the only employment that na- 
ture seemed to have fitted liiin for. After experiencing many reverses 
of fortune, in regard to liis circiiiiistancos, but generally changing for 
the worse, he at last died wretchedly in a house, known hy the sign of 
the Bull, 4)11 'rowcr-llill, Ajiril 14, 1686; whither he had retired to 
avoid the pressure of Ips creditors. Some have said, that downright 
hunger conqielliiig liim to fall too eagerly upon a piece of bread, ot 
which lie hud been some time in want, the first mouthful choked him, 
and instantly put a period to his days. 

His dramatic writings are . — Alvibiadt^Sy T. 4 to. 16’76.— C/rr- 
Prince of Spain, T. 4to. 1676.— 7f7w.y and Perrnice, T. 4to. 
\G77 .^T'be Cheats of Scapin, F. 4U). 1677 .— in Fashion, 
C, 4to. 1678.— "Grtri#/# ATarius, T. 4to. 1680, 1692.— 77n? Orphan, T. 
4to. 1680.— Soldier's Fortune, C. 4to. 1681.— Ecwicc Preserved, 
T. 4to. 1682.— TVic Atheist, or. The Second Part of the Soldier's 
Fortune, C. 4to. 1684. 



PROLOGUE. 


In tlicsc distracted times, wlicn each man dreads 
Tiic blumly strata^ms of busy heads ; 

When wt‘ have fear’d three years we know not what, 
’Till witnesses bejpn to die o’the rot, 

What mode our (M»et meddle with a plot ? 

Was’t that he fancied for the very sake 

And iiaiiic of plot, his trillini? play might take ? 

For thcH'/s not in’t one inch-board tsvidcnce, 

Rut ’tis, be says, to reason plain and sense, 

And that he thinks a plausible defence. 

Were truth by sense and reason to be tried ; 

Sure all our swearers might be laid aside. 

No, of such tools our author has no need, 

To make his plot, or make his play succeed , 

He, of black bills has no prodigious tales, 

Or Spanish pilgrims cast ashore in Wales ; 

Here’s not one murlhor’d magistrate at least. 

Kept rank, like ven'son for a city feast ; 

Grown four days stiff, the better to prepare 
And fit his pliant limbs to ride in chair : 

Yet here’s an army rais’d, tho* under-ground, 

But no man seen, nor one commission found : 

Here is a traitor too, that’s very old, 

’rurbulent, subtle, mischievous, and bold. 

Bloody, revengeful, and to crown his part. 

Loves fumbling with a wench with all his heart ; 
'TilLaftcr having many changes past, 

In spite of age (thanks t' heaven) is hang’d at last. 

is a senator, that keeps a whore ; 

In Venice none a higher office bore : 
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T<j lewdness every the letchcr ran— 

Show me^ all London, such another man ; 
Match him at mother Creswold*s, if you can. 

O, Poland ! Poland ! liad it been thy lot, 

T* have heard in time of this Venetian plot : 
Thou surely chosen had’st one king from thence, 
Arul honour'd them as thou ha.st England since. 



EPILOGUE. 


Till-, toxt is (lonts and now for applicatU^n, 

And ivlicn tiuit's oruk’d, pass your approbation. 
*i'1ion^:li tiu* conspirat-y's prevented here, 

Metliiiiks J see anotlier liatcliing^ tliere ; 

And thtire’s a eertaiti faction fain would sway. 

If they had slron}?lh enough, and damn this play ; 
Hut this the Author bade me bohlly say ■ 

If any take this plainness in ill part, 

He's glad on't from the bottom of his heart ; 

Poets ill honour of the truth should write. 

With the same spirit brave men for it light. 

And thoiigb against him causeless hatreds rise. 

And daily where he goes of lute, be spies 
The SCO whs of .sullen and revengefuh eyes ; 

'Tis wliut he knows, with much contempt to bear, 
And serves a cause too good to let him fear ; 

He fears no ]>oison from an incens’d drab. 

No niffian’s tive-foot sword, nor rascal’s stab ; 

Nor any other snares of mischief laid. 

Not a Rose-alley cudgel-ambuscade, 

Frf>m any private cause where malice reigns, 

Or general pique all blockheads have to brains ; 
Nothing shall daunt his pen when truth does call ; 

No, not the pictiire-mangler* at Guild-Hall. 

Tlic rebel tribe, of which that vermin’s one, 

Have now set forward, and their course begun j 
And while that prince’s figure they deface, 

As they before had massacred his name. 

Durst their base fears but look him in tlie face. 
They’d use his person as they’ve us’d his fame . 

* 'The rascal that cut the Duke of Vork’.s picture. 
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A face in which such lineaments they read 
Of that i^eat martyr’s, whose rich blood they shed. 
That their rebellious hate they still retain, 

And in his son would murder him again. 

With indignation then let each braye heart 
Rouze, and unite, to take his injur’d part ; 

Till royal love and goodness call him home, 

And songs of tiiumph meet him as he come ; 

’Till heav’n his honour, and odr peace restore \ 

And villains never wrong his virtue more. 



CofiStmnr 


PRIULl. 

Black veWet doublet, breeches and robe, trimmed with jet buttons,- 
and black braid, black shoes, roses, and silk stockings. 

JAFFIER. 

Black velvet doublet and breeches, black satin vest, trimmed, black 
silk braid, and jet buttons, black satin scarf, black shoes, roses, and 
silk stockings, Vandyke, black hat, and plume of ostrich feathers, black 
sword. 

PIERRE. 

First dress.— -Jacket and pantaloons of buff kerseymere, blue Vene> 
tinik fly.— Second dress.— Ornamented richly with silver, black hat, 
plume of scarlet ostrich feathers, pair of buff gauntlets, russet boots, 
scarlet roquelaure, and sworcL 

BEDAMAR. 

Blue doublet and breeches trimmed with go]4> russet uoJta, black 
hat, and plume of feathers. 


DUKE. 

Crimson velvet dress, with robe richly embroidered with gold. ^ 
RENAULT. 

Black velvet doublet, breeches, and cloak embroidered with gold. 
CONSPIRATORS. 

Various coloured richly embroidered Venetian dresses. 

GUARDS. 


Grey doublets, breediea, and grey hats. 


SENATORS. 

Black gowns with erinine capes, small black trimmed with er- 
mine. 


BELVIDERA. 

First dress.— BlUdt velvet, trimmed with gold, hlack and goM dra« 
y.— Second dfoss.— White musHn, -ibid. 



iaetr£(on^ 36ltjpves;ntteti 


V 


'J 

Drvrp i^ane. 

Covent Garden. 

DukeofVenivf 

... Mr. Thompson. 

Mr. Atkins. 

Priith 

. . . Mr. Powell. 

Mr. Egerton. 

Jaffifr 

. . . Mr. Kean. 

Mr. C. Kemble. 

Pierre 

, . . Mr. Bootli. 

Mr. Young. 

Rentmlt 

. . . Mr. Mcreditli. 

Mr. Chapman. 

Spinosa 

, . . Mr. Miller. 

Mr. Claremont. 

Btdmnar 

. . . Mr. Penley. 

Mr. Connor. 

Captain of Ike Guard 

Mr. Marshall. 

Mr. «TefFries. 

Offi.cer 

Mr, Cooke. 

Mr. Trehy. 

KUiot 

. . . Mr. Kent. 

Mr. (bonier. 

7'heodore 

. . . Mr. Covency. 

Mr. King. 

Mezzana 

Mr. Buxton. 

Mr. George. 

Durand 

. . , Mr. Jobsworth. 

Mr. Grant. 

Jielvidern 

... Mrs. W. West. 

Miss O’Neill. 


%init of ISepreomtattom 

The time this piece takas in repFesentation is about two hours and 
thirty-six minutes,— The first act occupies the space of twenty-eight 
minutes ; — ^the second, twenty-five the third , tltirty-six the fourth, 
thirty-five and the fifth, thirty-two.— The h.nlf-price commences 
gencitally about nine o’clock. 


Stage Directions. 


By R.ii is meant Right Hand. 

1..11 Left Hand. 

s.E Second Entrance. 

D.R Upper Entrance. 

M.D «... Middle Door. 

D.F Door in Flat. 

R>H.D Right Hand Door. 

' L.(i.D. Left Hand Door. 



VENICE PRESERVED. 


ACT I. 

SCENE \.—A Street in Venice^ 

Friuli and Jaffier, l.h. 

Fri. No more I Til hear no more ! Be gone, and 
leave me. 

Jaf. Not hear me I By my sufferings but you shall ! 
My lord, my lord ! Fm not that abject wretch 
You think me. Patience ! where’s the distance throws 
Me back so far, but I may boldly speak 
In right, though proud oppression will not hear me ? 
Fri^ Have you not wrong’d me ? 

Jaf, Could my nature e’er '' 

Have brook’d injustice, or the doing wrongs, 

[ need not notv thus low have bent myself 
To gain a hearing from a cruel father; 

Wrong’d you ? 

Fri, Yes, wrong’d me I In the nicest point. 

The honour of my house, you’ve done me wrong. 

You may remember (for 1 now will speak, 

And urge its baseness) when you first came home 
Prom travel, with such hopes as made you look’d on, 
men’s eyes, a youth of expectation % 

Piec’d with your growing virtue, 1 receiv’d you ; 
Courted, ana sought to raise you to your merits ; 

My)i ouse, my table, nay, my fortune too. 




2 VENICE PRESERVED. 

My very self was yours ; you mi^ht have us’d me 
To your best service ; like an open friend 
1 treated, trusted you, and thought you mine : 

When, in requital of my best endeavours. 

You treacherously practis’d to undo me ; 

Seduc’d the weakness of my age’s darling. 

My on1y*child, and stole her from my bosom. 

Oh Belvidera ! 

•/a/. ’Tis to me you owe her : 

Childless you had been else, and in the grave 
Your name extinct; no more Priuli heard of. 

You may remember, scarce five years are past. 

Since in your brigantine you sail’d to see 
The Adriatic wedded by our duke 
And 1 was wfth you : your unskilful pilot 
Dash’d us upon a rock ; when to your boat 
You made for safety ; enter’d first yourself ; 

Th’ affrighted Belvidera following next. 

As she stood trembling on the vessel’s side, 

Was, by a wave, wash’d off into the deep; 

When instantly I plung’d into the sea. 

And buffeting the billows to her rescue. 

Redeem’d her life with half the loss of mine. 

Like a rich conquest, in one hand I bore her. 

And with the other dash’d the saucy waves. 

That throng’d and press’d to rob me of my prize. 

1 brought her, gave her to your despairing arms : 
Indeed you thank’d me ; but a nobler gratitude 
Rose in her soul : for from that hour she lov’d me. 

Till for her life she paid me with herself. 

Prt. You stole her from me ; like a thief you stole 
her, 

At dead of night ! that cursed hour you chose 
To rifle me of all my heart held dear. 

May all your joys in her prove false, like mine; 

A sterile fortune, and a barren bed, 

* It was «p annual custom among the Venetians to form a ,n 'ivnl 
procewuon, and the Doge at thmr head, tlirew a ring into the Adr'atie, 
as a kind of marriage or agreement, that the seas should be ohfdient 
to his will. 
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you both; continual discord make 
Vour days and nights hitter and grievous; still 
May the hard hand of a vexatious need 
Oppress and grind you ; till at last you find 
The curse of disobedience all your portion. 

Jaf. Half of your curse you have bestow'd in vain ; 
Heav'n has already crown’d our faithful loves 
With a young boy, sweet as his mother’s beauty : 

May he live to prove more gentle than his graudsire. 
And happier than his father. 

Pr*. Rather live 

To bait thee for his bread, and din your ears 
With hungry cries; whilst his unhappy mother 
Sits down and weeps in bitterness of want. 
niaf. You talk as if ’twould please you. 

Prf. ’Twould, by heav’n ! 

Jctf, Would I were in my grave ! 

Pri, And she too with thee: 

For, living here, you’re but my curst remembrancers, 

I once was happy. 

Jaf, You use me thus, because you know my soul 
Is fond of fielvldera. You perceive 
My life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me. 

Oh I could my soul ever have known satiety ; 

Were I that thief, the doer of such wrongs 

As you upbraid me with, what hinders me 

But 1 might send her back to you with contumely. 

And court my fortune where she would be kinder ? 
Pr*. You dare not do’t. 

Jaf. Indeed, my lord, I dare not. 

My heart, that awes me, is too much my master : 

Three years are past, since first our vows were plighted. 
During which time, the world must bear me witness, 
I’ve treated Belvidera like your daughter. 

The daughter of a senator of Venice : 

Distinction, place, attendance, and observance. 

Due to her birth, she always has commanded. 

OiW of my little fortune I’ve done this; , 

Because (though hopeless e’er to win your nature}" 

E 2 
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The world might see 1 lov’d her for herself : 

Not as the heiress of the great Priuli. 

Pru No more. 

Jaf, Yes, all, and then adieu for ever. 

There’s not a wretch, that lives on common charity, 
But’s happier than me : for f have known 
The luscious sweets of plenty ; every night 
Have slept with soft content about my head, 

An4 never wak’d, but to a joyful morning ; 

Yet now must fall, like a full ear of corn. 

Whose blossom ’scap’d, yet’s wither’d in the ripening. 

Pru Home, and be humble ; study to retrench ; 
Discharge the lazy vermin of thy hall. 

Those pageants >f thy folly : 

Reduce the glitt’ring trappings of thy wife 
To humble weeds, fit for thy little state : 

Then, to some suburb cottage both retire ; 

Drudge to feed loathsome life ; get brats and starve— 
Home, home, T say. — [Exiiy r.h. 

Jaf. Yes, if my heart would let me— 

This proud, this swelling heart : home I would go. 

But that my doors are hateful to my eyes. 

Fill’d and damm’d up with gaping creditors, 

Watchful as fowlers when their game will spring. 

I’ve now not fifty ducats in the world. 

Yet still 1 am in love, and pleas’d with ruin. 

Oh ! Belvidera ! Oh ! she is my wife — 

And we will bear our wayward fate together. 

But ne’er know comfort more. 

Enter Pierre, lIh. 

Pier. My friend, good morrow. 

How fares the honest partner of my heart ? 

What, melancholy ! not a word to spare me ? 

Jaf. I’m thinking, Pierre, how that damn’d starving 
quality, , 

Call’*} honesty, got footing in the world. 

Pier." Why, powerful villany first set it up, 



5 


V£NrC£ PR£S£AV£D. 
jts own ease and safety. Honest men 
He the soft easy cushions on which knaves 
Repose and fatten. Were all mankind villains. 

They'd starve each other; lawyers would want practice, 
Cut-throats rewards : each man would kill his brother 
Himself; none would be paid or bang’d for murder. 
Honesty ! 'twas a cheat invented first 
To bind the hands of bold deserving ^’ogues. 

That fools and cowards might sit safe in power. 

And lord it uncontroird above their betters. 

•7a/. Then honesty is but a notion ? 

Pier. Nothing else ; 

Like wit, much talk’d of, not to be defin’d : 

He that pretends to most, too, has least share in’t. 

’Tis a ragged virtue : Honesty ! no more on’t. 

*Taf. Sure thou art honest ! 

Pier. So« indeed, men think me ; 

But they’re mistaken, Jaffier : I’m a rogue 
As well as they ; 

A fine, gay, bold -fac’d villain as thou seest me. 

’Tis true, 1 pay my debts, when they’re contracted ; 

I steal from no man ; would not cut a throat 
To gain admission to a great man’s purse. 

Or a whore’s bed ; I’d not betray my friend 
To get his place or fortune ; 1 scorn to flatter 
A blown-up fool above me, or crush the wretch be- 
neath me ; 

Yet, Jaffier, for all this Pm a villain. 

•/a/. A villain 1 

Pier. Yes, a most notorious villain ; 

To see the sufierings of iny fellow creatures. 

And own myself a man : to see our senators 
Cheat the deluded people with a show 
Of liberty, which yet they ne’er must taste of. 

They say, by them our hands are free frotn fetters; 

Yet whom they please they lay in basest bonds ; 
luring whom they please to infamy and sorrow ; 

Drive us, like wrecks, down the rough tide of power, 
Whilst no hold’s left to save us from destruction. 

A^ that bear this are villains, and I one. 

_ Q * 
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Not to rouse up at the great call of nature^ 

And check the growth of these domestic spoilers, 

That make us slaves, and tell us, 'tis our' charter. 

{Crosses to b.h.) 

t/q/*. I think no safety can.be here for virtue, 

And grieve, my friend, as much as thou, to live 
In such a wretched state as this of Venice, 

Where all agree to spoil the public good ; 

And villains fatten with the brave man's labours. 

Pier. We've neither safety, unity, nor peace ; 

For the foundation’s lost of common good ; 

Justice is lame, as well as blind, amongst us ,* 

The laws (corrupted to their ends that make 'em) 

Serve but for instruments of some new tyranny. 

That ev'ry day starts up, t'enslave us deeper. 

Now could this glorious cause but find out friends. 

To do it right, oh, Jaffier ! then might’st thou 
Not wear these seals of woe upon thy face } 

The proud Priuli should be taught humanity, 

« And learn to value such a son as thou art. 

I dare not speak, but my heart bleeds this moment. 
Jqf. Curs'd be the cause, though 1 thy friend be part 
on't ; 

Let me partake the troubles of thy bosom. 

For I am us’d to misery, and perhaps 
May find a way to sweeten't to thy spirit. 

Pier. Too soon 'twill reach thy knowledge^ 

Jqf. Then from thee 

Let it proceed. There’s virtue in thy friendship. 
Would make the saddest tale of sorrow pleasing. 
Strengthen my constancy and welcome ruin. 

Pier. Then thou art ruined ! 


^ Jqf. That T long since knew ; 

H|d ill fortune have been long acquainted. 

I pass’d this very moment by thy doors, 
found them guarded by a troop of villains ; 
^ sous of public rapine were destroying. 

sentence of the law, 

^ad commission to seiee all thy fortune : 
We, Friuli's cruel band had signed it. 
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stood a ruffian with a horrid face, 

JL^ording it o*er a pile of massy plate. 

Tumbled into a heap for public sale; 

There was another, making villainous jests 
At^hy undoing : he had ta"en possession 
Of all thy ancient, most domestic ornaments, 

Rich hangings intermix’d and wrought with gold ; 

The very bed, which on thy wedding might 
Receiv’d thee to the arms of Belvidera, 

The scene of all thy joys, was violated 
By the coarse hands of filthy dungeon villains, 

And thrown amongst the common lumber. 

Jaf, Now thank heaven — 

Pier. Thank heaven 1 for what ? 

«7a/. That I’m not worth a ducat. 

Pier. Curse thy dull stars, and the worse fate of 
Venice, 

Where brothers, friends, and fathers, all are false; 
Where there's no truth, no trust ; where innocehce 
Stoops under vile oppression, and vjce lords it. 

Hadst thou but seen, as 1 did, how, at last. 

Thy beauteous Belvidei-a, like a wretch 

That’s doom’d to banishment, came weeping forth. 

Shining through tears, like April suns in showers, 

That labour to o’ercome the cloud that loads ’em ; 
Whilst two young virgins, on whose arms she lean’d, 
Kindly look’d up, and at her grief grew sad. 

As if they catch’d the sorrows that fell from her. 

Ev’n the lewd rabblej^ that were gather’d round 
To see the sight, stoc^ mute when they beheld her ; 
Govern’d their roaring throats, and grumbled pity. 

I could have hugg’d the greasy rogues : they pleas’d 
me. (Crosses /o L.H.) 

Jaf. I thank thee fqr this story, from my soul ; 
Since now [ know the worst that can befal me. 

Ah, Pierre ! I have a heart that conk} have borne 
The roughest wrong my fortune could have done me ; 
kBut when 1 think what Belvidera feels, 

,The bitterness her tender spirit tastes of, 

I own myself a coward : bear my weakness : 

B 4 
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If throwing thus my arms about thy neck, 

I play the boy, and blubber in thy bosom. 

Oh I I shall drown thee with my sorrows.. 

Pier. Hum, 

First, burn and level Venice to thy ruin. ■ 

What ! starve, like beggars* brats, in frosty weather. 
Under a hedge, and whine ourselves to death! 

Thou or thy cause shrill never want assistance. 

Whilst [ have blood or fortune fit to serve thee : 
Command my heart, thouVt every way its master. 

Jaf^ No, there's a secret pride in bravely dying. 
Pier^ Rats die in holes and corners, dogs run mad ; 
Man knows a braver remedy for sorrow : 

Revenge, the attribute of gods ; they stamp'd it. 

With their great image, on our natures. Die I 
Consider well the cause, that calls upon thee; 

And, if thou'rt base enough, die then. Remember, 
Thy Belvidera suffers ; Belvidera ! 

Die — damn first — What ! be decently interred 
In a church>yard, 4 nd mingle thy brave dust 
With stinking rogues, that rot in winding-sheets. 
Surfeit-slain fools, the common dung o’th' soil 1 
Ja/. Oh! 

Pter. Well said, out with’t, swear a little — 

«/o/. Swear ! By sea and air ; by earth, by heav'n, 
and hell, 

1 will revenge my Belvidera’s tears. 

Hark thee, my friend — Piiuli — is— a senator. 

Pier. A dog. 

Jaf. Agreed. 

Pier, ^oot him. 

%laf. With all my heart. 

No more ; where shall we meet at night ? 

Pier, ril tell thee; 

On th|^ every night at twelve, 

1 take my evening's walk of meditation ; 

There wa two will meet, and talk of precious 
Mischid^ 

Jqf. 

Pier, 
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* At any hour ; my plagues 

keep me waking. [Exit Pierre^ r.r. 

Tell me why, good heaven. 

Thou mad sr^'iie, what I am, with all the spirit^ 
Ai^piring ihoughls, and elegant desires. 

That (ill the happiest man ? Ah, rather, why 
Didst thou not form me sordid as my fate. 
Base-minded, dull, and (it to carry burthens? 

Why have 1 sense to know the curse that’s on me ? 

Js this just dealing, nature ?— Bel videra! 

Poor Bel videra ! 

Enter Bblvidrra, l.h. 

Bel, Lead me, lead me, my virgins. 

To that kind voice. My lord, my love, my refuge ! 
Happy my eyes, when they behold thy face ! 

My heavy heart will leave its doleful beating 
At sight of thee, and bound with sprightly juys. 

Oh smile ! as when our loves were in their spring, 

And cheer my fainting soul* 

Jaf, As when our loves 

Were in their spring ! Has then our fortune chang’d ? 
Art thou not Belvidera, still the same, 

Kind, good, and tender, as my arms first found thee? 

If thou art alter’d, where shall I have harbour? 

Where ease my loaded heart ? Oh ! where complain ? 

Bel, Does this appear like change, or love decaying, 
When thus 1 throw myself into thy bosom, 

With all the resolution of strong truth ! 

Bea*s not my heart, as ’twould alarum thine 
To a new charge of bliss ? — I joy more in thee. 

Than did thy mother, when ^he hugg’d thee first, 

And bless'd the geids for all her travail past. 

Can there in woman l>e such glorious faith? 
Sure all ill stories of thy sex are false ! 

Oh woman ! lovely woman ! nature made thee 
To temper man : we had been brutes without you ! 
Angels are painted fair, to look like you ; 

B 5 
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There’s in you all that we believe of heaven ; 

Amazing brightness^ purity, and truth. 

Eternal joy, and everlasting love. 

Bel. if love be treasure, we’ll be wond’rous rich; 

1 have so much, my heart will surely hre^k wiih’t : 
Vows can't express it. When I would declare 
How great’s my joy. I’m* dumb with the big thought ; 

I swell, and sigh, and labour with my longing. 

O ! lead me to sonae desert wide and wild, 

Barren as our misfortunes, where my soul 
May have its vent, where I may tell aloud 
To the high heavens, and ev’ry list’ning planet. 

With what a boundless stock my bosom's fraught ; 
Where I may throw my eager arms about thee. 

Give loose to ^ove, with kisses kindling joy. 

And let off all the fire that’s in my heart. 

Jaf. Oh, Belvidera ! doubly I’m a beggar : 

Undone by fortune, and in debt to thee. 

Want, worldly want, that hungry, meagre fiend, 

Is at my heels, and chases me in view. 

Canst thou bear cold and hunger ? Can these limbs. 
Fram’d for the tender offices of love, 

Endure the bitter gripes of smarting poverty ? 

When banish’d by our miseries abroad 
(As suddenly we shall be) to seek out 
In some far climate, where our names are strangers, 
For charitable succour ; wilt thou then, 

When in a bed of straw we shrink together. 

And the bleak winds shall whistle round our heads ; 
Wilt thou then talk thus to me ? Wilt thou then 
Hush my cares thus, and shelter me with love? 

\ Bel. Ohl I will love thee, even in madness love 
thee : 

Though my distracted senses should forsake me, 

Td find some intervals, when my poor heart 
Should 'swage itself, and be let loose to thine. 

Though the bare earth be all our resting-place. 

Its roots our food, some cUft our habitation, 
ril make this arm a pillow for thiae bead \ 
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as thou sighing liest, and sweird with sorrow. 
Creep to thy bosom, pour the balm of love 
Into thy soul, and kiss thee to thy rest : 

Then praise*yur God, and watch thee till the morning, 
“t/o/. Heat this, you heavens ! and wonder how you 
maddher ; 

Reign, reign) ye monarchs that divide the world ; 

Busy rebellion ne'er will let you know 
Tranquillity and happiness like mine ! 

Like gaudy ships th’ obsequious billows fai!^. 

And rise again to lift you in your pride ; 

They wait but for a storm, and then devour you ; 

{Cresses to l,h.) 

I, in my private bark already wreck’d. 

Like a poor merchant driven to unknown land. 

That had by chance pack’d up his choicest treasure 
In one dear casket, and sav’d only that ; 

Since 1 must wander further on the shore. 

Thus hug my little, but my precious store. 

Resolv’d to scorn, and trust my fate no more. 

[£a<eunt, l.h. 


END OF ACT f. 


ACT II. 

SCENE L—TAe Biaiio. 

Enter Japfibr, l.h. 

t/a/. I’m here ; and thus, the shades of night around 
me, 

I look as if all hell were in my heart. 

And I in bell. Nay surely ’tis so with me 
For every step 1 tread, met h inks some fiend 
Knocks at my breast, and bids me not be quiet. 

I’ve heard tfow desperate wretches, like m^elf, 

Have wander’d out at this dead time of n^bt^ 

B 6 
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To meet the foe of mankind in his walk. 

Sure Pm so curs’d^ that, though of heaven forsaken. 
Mo minister of darkness cares to tempt me. 

Hell, hell 1 why sleep’s! thou ? a 

Enter Pibrrb, r.h.u.e. i 

Pier. Sure I’ve staid too long : 

The clock has struck, and 1 may lose my proselyte. 
Speak, who goes there ? 

Jqf. A dog, that comes to howl 
At yonder moon. What’s he that asks tlie question ? 

Pier. A friend to dogs, for they are honest creatures. 
And ne’er betray their masters : never fawn 
On any that they love not. Well met, friend ; 

Jaffier ! 

nTaf. The same. 

Pier. Where’s Belvidera?— 
n/af. For a day or two 
I’ve lodg’d her privately, till I see further 
What fortune will do for me. Pr’ythee, friend. 

If thou would’st have me fit to hear good counsel. 
Speak not of Belvidera — 

Pier. Not of her ! 

J(]^. Oh, no ! 

Pier. Not name her 1 May be 1 wish her well. 

Jaf. Whom well? 

Pier. Thy wife ? thy lovely Belvidera. 

I hope a man may wish his friend’s wife well. 

And no harm done ? 

Jqf. You're merry, Pierre. 

Pier. 1 am so : 

Thou shalt smile too, and Belvidera smile : 

We’ll all rejoice. Here’s something to buy pins; 
Marriage is chargeable. (Gives Mm a Purse.] 

Juf. I but half wish’d 

To see the devil, and he’s here already. * Well ! 

What must this buy ? Rebellion, murder, treason ? 
Tell me, which way I must be damn’d for this. 
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Pier, When last we parted^ we’d no qualms like 
these. 

But entertain’d each others thoughts like men 
\Vhose soi^kh were well acquainted. Is the world 
Reform’d sl^nce our last meeting? What new miracles 
Have happttn’d ? Has Friuli’s heart relented? 

Can lie be honest. 

*Taf. Kind heav’n, let heavy curses 
Gall his old age ; cramps, aches, rack his bones^ 

And bitterest disquiet ring his heart. 

Oh ! let him live, till life becomes his burden: 

Liet him groan under't long, linger an age 
In the worst agonies and pangs of deatjb. 

And find its cause but late. 

Pier Nay, could' st thou not 
As well, my friend, have stretch’d the curse to all 
The senate round, as to one single villain ? 

*/af. But curses stick not : could 1 kill with cursing. 
By heaven I know not thirty heads in Venice 
Should not be blasted. Senators should rot 
Like dogs on dungljills. Oh ! for a curse 
To kill with ! (^Crosses to r.h.) 

Pier, Daggers, daggers are much better. 

Jaf. Ha! 

Pier. Daggers. 

t/q/*. But where are they ? 

Pier. Oh I a thousand 

May be disposed of, in lionest hands. In Venice. 

Thou taik’st in clouds. 

Pter, But yet, a heart, half wrong’d 
As thine has been, would find the meaning, Jaffier. 

nXaf, A thousand daggers, all in honest hands 1 
And have not La friend will stick one here 1 
Pier^ Yes, if 1 thought thou wert not cherish’d 
T’ a nobler purpose, I would be thy friend ; 

But thou hast better friends ; friends whom thy wrongs 
Have made thy friends ; friend* worthy to be calrd 
so.^ 

ril trust thee with a secret : There are spirits 
This hour at work.— But as thou art a man. 
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Whom I have pick’d and chosen from the world, * 
Swear that thou wilt be true to what ] utter; 

And when Fve told thee th.it which only gods. 

And men like gods, are privy to, then swear 
No chance or change shall wrest it from th) bosom. 
Jaf. When thou wouldst bind me, is th»;re need of 
oaths ? 

For thou’rt so near my heart, that thou may'st see 
Its bottom, sound its strength and firmness to thee. 

Is coward, fool, or villain in my face ? 

If I seem none of these, I dare believe 
Thou wouldst not use me in a little cause, 

For 1 am fit for honour’s toughest task, 

Nor ever yet found fooling was my province; 

And for a villainous, inglorious enterprise, 

I know thy heart so well, I dare lay mine 
Before thee, set it to what point thou wilt. 

Pier. Nay, ’tis a cause thou wilt be fond of, JafBer ; 
For it is founded on the noblest basis ; 

Our liberties, our natural inheritance. 

There’s no religion, no hypocrisy in’t : 

We’ll do the business, and ne’er fast and pray for't ; 
Openly act a deed the world shall gaze 
With wonder at, and envy when ’tis done. 

For liberty 1 

Pier. For liberty, my friend. 

Thou shalt be free from base Friuli’s tyranny. 

And thy sequester'd fortunes healed again : 

I shall be free from those opprobrious wrongs 
That press me now, and bend my spirit downward ; 

All Venice free, and every growing merit 
Succeed to its just right : fools shall be pull’d 
From wisdom’s seat; those baleful unclean birds. 
Those lazy owls, who, perch’d near fortune’s top. 

Sit only watchful with their heavy wings 

cuff down new-fledg’d virtues, that would rise 
To nobler heights, and make the grove harmonious. 

( Crosses to r,h.) 

What can I do ? 

Pier. Canst thou not kill a senator. 
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Were there one wise or honest, I could kill 
him. 

For herding with that nest of fools and knaves. 

By all my wrongs, thou talk’st as if revenge 
Were to K e had 5 and the brave story warms me. 

Pier* dwear then ! 

Jaf* I qo, by all those glittering stars, 

, And yon great ruling planet of the«night ; 

By all good pow’rs above, and ill below; 

By love and friendship, dearer than my life, 

'No pow*r or death shall make me false to thee. 

Pier. Here we embrace, and I’ll unlock my heart. 

A council’s held hard by, where the destruction 
Of this great empire’s hatching: there I'll lead thee. 
But be a man ! for thou’rt to mix with men 
Fit to disturb the peace of all the world. 

And rule it when it’s wildest — 

J^af. I give thee thanks 
For this kind warning. Yes, I’ll be a man ; 

And charge thee, Pierre, whene’er thou seest my fears 
Betray me less, to rip this heart of mine 
Out of my breast, and show it for a coward’s. 

Come, let’s be gone, for from this hour 1 chase 
All little thoughts, all tender human follies 
Out of my bosom : .Vengeance shall have room. 
Revenge 1 

Pier. And liberty 1 

Jaf. Revenge — revenge — \_Exeunt^ r.h. 

SCENE ll.^^^quilina*s House. 

Enter Renault, r.h. 

Ren. Why was my choice ambition? the worst 
ground 

A wretch can build on I It’s, indeed, at distance, 

A goodly prospect, tempting to the view; 

The height delights us, and the mountain top 
Looks beautiful, because it’s nigh to heav’n. 
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: But we ne’er think how sandy’s the foundation, 

‘ What storm will batter, and what^tampost shake us. 
Who’s there ? 


Enter Spinosa, t^.h. 

f 

Spin, Renault, good morrow, for by ihis I’lme 
I think the scale of flight has turn’d the balance, 

.And weighs up morning ! Has the clock struck twelve ? 

Ren, Yes ! clocks will go as they are set ; but man. 
Irregular man’s ne'er constant, never certain : 

I’ve spent ar least three precious lu>urs of darkness 
Jn waiting dull attendance: ’tis the curse 
Of diligent virtue to be mix’d, like mine. 

With giddy tempers, souls but half resolv’d. 

, Spin, Hell seize that soul amongst us it can fl'ighten. 

Ren, What’s then the cause that 1 am here alone? 
Why are not we together ? 

Enter Elliot, l.h. 

O, sir, welcome ! 

You are an Englishman ; when treason’s hatching. 
One might have thought you’d not have been behind- 
hand. 

In what whore’s lap have you been lolling ? 

Give but an Englishman his whore and ease. 

Beef, and a sea-coal fire, he’s yours for ever. 

Ell, Frenchman, you are saucy. 

Ren, How ! {Puts his hand to his sword,) 

Enter Bbdamar, the Ambassador % Durand, Bram- 
VKiL, Thkoookk, Bkakb, Rkvil! too, Mez* 
ZANO, Tkrnon, Rr.TOHSi, and Conspirators, l.h. 
— Spinosa is endeavouring to pacify Elliot j 
Bedamar goes behind Elliot and Spinosa, 

Bed, At difference, fie ! 

Is this a time for quarrels ? Thieves and rogues 
Fall out and brawl : should men of your high calling. 
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'.Meji separated by the choice of Providence 
From the gross heap of mankind^ and set here 
f n this assembly as in one great jew^l, 

T' adorn the bravest purpose it e’er smil’d on ; 

Should you, like boys, wrangle for trifles ? 

Ren, BoWs ! 

Bed, Reiiault/thy hand. 

Ren, 1 thought I'd given my heaft 
Ix>ng since to every man that mingles here \ 

But grieve to find it trusted with such tempers. 

That can’t forgive my froward age its weakness. 

Bed, Elliot, thou once hadst virtue. 1 have seen 
Thy stubborn temper bent with godlike goodness. 

Not half thus courted. ’Tis thy nation’s glory 
To hug the foe that offers brave alliance. 

{They advance in front of Bedamar^ give their 
hands f and return to their former situations,) 
One more embrace, my friends — we’ll all ehibrace. 
United thus, we are the mighty engine 
Must twist this rooted empire from its basis. 

Totters not it already ? 

MU, Would ’twere tumbling. 

Bed, ^ay, it shall down ; this night we seal its ruin* 

Enter Pierr'u; l.h . — All bosv to him. 

Oh, Pierre, thou art welcome, (Crosses to Pierre,) 

' Come to my breast, for by its hopes thou look'st 
Lovelily dreadful, and the fate of Venice 
Seems on thy sword already. Oh, my Mars ! 

The poets that first feign’d a god of war. 

Sure prophesied of thee. 

Pier, Friend, was not Brutus 
(I mean that Brutus, who in open senate 
Stahh’d the first Cwsar that usurp’d the world,) 

A gallant man ? 

Aen, Yes, and Catiline too; 
iThough story wrong his fame; for he conspir’d 
|To prop the reeling glory of his country : 
f His caisc was gool 
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Bed. And ours as much above it, 

{Crosses to Renault.) 
As, Renault, thou^rt superior to Cethegus, 

Or Pierre to Cassius. 

Pier. Then to what we aim* at. 

When do we start ? or must we talk for ever ? 

Bed. No, Pierre, the deed's near birth j fate seems 
to have set* 

The business up, and given it to our care , 

T hope there's not a heart or hand amongst us. 

But is firm and ready. 

.All. All. 

We'll die with Bedamar. 

* Bed. O men. 

Matchless ! as will your glory be hereafter : 

The game is for a matchless prize, if won ; 

If lost, disgraceful ruin. 

Pier. Tell thousand men are armed at your nod. 
Commanded all by leaders fit to guide 
A battle for the freedom of the world : 

This wretched state has starv'd them in its service ; 
And, by your bounty quicken'd, they're resolved 
ITo serve your glory, and revenge their own : g 
They've all their different quarters in this citvy 
Watch for th' alarm, and grumble 'tis so tardy. ' * 
Bed. I doubt not, friend, but thy unweary’d dili- 
gence 

Has still kept waking, and it shall have ease ; 

After this night it is resolv'd we meet 
No more, till Venice owns us for her lords. 

Pier. How lovelily the Adriatic whore. 

Dress’d in her flames, will shine i Devouring flames ! ' 
Such as shall burn her to the watery bottom. 

And hiss in her foundation. 

Bed. Now if any 

Amongst us, that owns this glorious cause. 

Have &ietids or interest he’d wish to save, 

Iict it be told : the general doom is seal'd ; 

But I'd forego the hopes of a world's* empire. 

Rather than wound the bowels of my friend* 
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. mer^ 1 must confess, you there have touch’d my 
weakness, 

I have a -friend ; hear it 1 such a friend. 

My heart was ne’er shut to him. Nay, I’ll tell you : 
Ho knows the very business of this hour ; 

But he rejoices in the cause, and loves it ; 

We’ve ch^g’d a vow to live and die together. 

And he’s a^ hand to ratify it here. • 

S {All starts and look at each other,) 
Ren, HoVv ! all betray’d 1 
Pier, No-Vl’ve nobly dealt with you ; 

I’ve brought^y all into the public stock; 

I’ve but one friend, and him I’ll share amongst you : 
Receive and cherish him ; or if, when seen 
And search’d, you find him worthless : as my tongue 
Has lodg’d this secret in his faitiiful breast. 

To ease your fears, I wear a dagger here 
Shall rip it out again, and give you rest. 

Come forth, thou only good 1 e’er could boast. 

Enter Jaffikr, with a Dagger ^ — All bow 

to him, 

^Eed^^ His pjfij^nce bears the show of manly virtue* 
ilaf , 1 krwySTyoirti wonder all, that thus uncall’d, 

I ddre approach this place of fatal councils ; 

But I'm amongst you, and by heav’n it glads me 
To see so many virtues thus united 
To restore justice, and dethrone oppression. 

Command this sword, if you would have it quiet. 

Into this breast ; but, if you think it worthy 

{Refiault, Elliot, arid Spinosa, observe JcLffier 
narrowly.) 

To cut the throats of reverend rogues in robes. 

Send me into the curs’d assembled senate : 

It shrinks not, though I meet a father there. 

Would you behold this city flaming ? here’s 
A hand that shall bear a lighted torch at noon 
To th’ arsenal, and set its gates on fire. 

JXenu You talk this wellj sir* 
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t/a/. Nay — by heav’n I’ll do this. 

Come, come, I read distrust in all your faces ; 

You fear me villain, and, indeed, its odd 
To hear a stranger talk thus, at first meeting, 

Of matters that have been so well debated ; 

But I come ripe with wrongs, as you with councils. 

I hate this senate, am a foe to Venice ; 

A friend to none, but men resolv’d like me' 

To push on mischief. Oh ! did you but k low me, 

1 need not talk thtls ! ; 

J3ed^ Pierre, I must embrace him. 

{Advances to Jaffier^ embraces Mhr and returns 
to his former situatimu 
My heart beats to this man, as if it knew him. 

Ren^ 1 never lov’d these buggers. 
t/«/. Still 1 see 

The cause delights ye not. Your friends survey in« 

As I were dangerous — But 1 come arm’d 
Against all doubts, and to your trust will give 
A pledge, worth more than all the world can pay for. 
My Belvidera I Ho; my Belvidera ! 

Bed, Wbat wonder’s next ? 

Jaf Let me entreat you. 

As I have henceforth hopes to call 

That all but the Ambassador, and this 

Grave guide of councils, with my friend that owns me. 

Withdraw awhile to .spare a woman’s blushes. 

( Bedamar signs to them to retire,) 
[Exeunt ail but Bedamar^ Renaulty Jqffier^ and 
Pierre^ k.h. 

Bed. Pierre, whither will this ceremony lead us ? 
Jaf, MyBelvideia! Belvidera! 

Bel. {Within^ l.h.) Who, 

Who calls so loud at this lute peaceful hour ? 

That voice was wont to come in gentle whispers, 

^ And fill my ears with the soft breath of love. 

Enter Belvidera, l.h.d. 

Thou hourly image of my thoughts, where art thou ? 
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' Indeed ’tis late. 

/«fZ. Alas! where am I ? whither is’t you lead me ^ 
Metliinks 1 read distraction in your face. 

Something less gentle than the fate you tell me. 

You shake and tremble too \ your blood runs cold ! 
Hcav’ns guard my love, and bless his heart with pa- 
tience. 

ThVt I have patience, let our fate bear witness, 
Who has orJain’d it so, that thou and 1 
(Thou, the ciivincst good man e’er possess’d. 

And I, the w^lched*st of the race of man) 

This very hn^.!^ without one tear, must part. 

BeL Part ! must we part? Oh, am I then forsaken ? 
Why drag you from me ? (Jaffier crosses to Pierre.) 

Whither are you going ? 

My dear ! my life ! my love ! 

(Following him, and falling on her hiees.) 
Saf. Oh, friends ! 

Bel. Speak to me. 

Jaf. 'rake her from my heart, 

She’ll gain such hold else, I shall ne’er get loose. 

1 charge thee take her, but with tender’st care 
Relieve her troubles, and assuage her sorrows. 

Ren- Rise, command amongst your 

servauCs. 

{Ren. at her VLM^and Bed. l.h. raise her up.) 
*faf. To you, sirs, and your honours, 1 bequeath 
her ; ♦ 

And with her this, whene’er I prove unworthy — 

{Gives a dagger to Renault.) 
. You know the rest — ^Then strike it to her heart ; 

And tell her, he who three whole happy years 
Lay in her arms, and each kind night repeated 
> The passionate vows of still increasing love, 

Sent that reward for all her truth and sufferings. 

BeL Nay, take my life, since he has sold it cheaply. 
Oh I thou unkind one ; 

Never meet more ! have I deserv’d this from you ? 
Look on me, tell me, speak, thou fair deceiver — 
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Why am I separated from thy love ? 

If 1 am false, accuse me; but j'f true, 

Don’t, pr’ythee don’t, in poverty forsake me : 

But pity the sad heart that’s torn with parting. 

Yet hear me, yet recall me — 

[Exeunt Eenault^ Bedamar, and Behnd&ra^ l.h. 
Jaf. Oh ! my eyes, i 

Look not that way, but turn yourselves awhile 
Into my heart, and be wean’d altogether, j, 

My friend, where art thou ? 

Pier. Here, my honour’s brother. 

Jaf. Is Belvidera gone ? 

Pier. Renault has led her 
Back to her own apartment ; but, by heav’n, 

Thou must not sec her more, till our work’s over. 

Jaf. No ! 

Pier. Not for your life. 

Jaf. Oh, Pierre ! wert thou but she. 

How I would pull thee down into my heart. 

Gaze on thee, till my eye-strings crack’d with love; 
Then, swelling, sighing, raging to be blest, 

Come like a panting turtle to thy breast ; 

On thy soft borom hovering, bill and play, 

Confess the cause why last I fled 

Own ’twas a fault, but swear to glV6 it o’er. 

And never follow false ambition more. [Exeunt^ h.h. 

END OF ACT If'. 


ACT 111. 

SCENE I.— Chamber. 

Enter Bbltidbra, l.h. 

Pel. I’m sacrific’d ! I’m sold ! betray’d to shame ! 
Inevitable ruin has enclos’d me ! 
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He that should guard my virtue has betray’d it ; 

Left me 1 undone me ! Oh, that I could hate him I 
Where shall I go ? Oh, whither, whither, wander ? 

• Enter Jaffieu, r.h. 

Jaf, Can'^elvidera want a resting-place, 

When these poor arms are ready to receive her ? 

There was a lime 

BeL Yes, >^s, there was a time. 

When Belvidc;fi’s tears, her cries, and sorrovvs, 

Were not despV^d y when, if she chanc’d to sigh. 

Or look’d hui’ sad — there was indeed a time, 

When Jaffier would have ta’en her in his arms, 

Eas’d her declining head upon his breast. 

And never left her till he found the cause. 

Jaf. Oh, Portia, Portia 1 What a soul was thine ! 
Bel. Portia was a woman ; and when Brutus, 

Big with the fate of Rome, (heav’n guard thy safety I) 
Conceal’d from her the labours of his mind ; 

She let him see her blood 'was great as his, 

Flow’d from a spring as noble, and a heart 
Fit to partake his troubles as his love. 

Fetch, tliat^^j^ger back, the dreadful dower. 
Thou garat iast night in parting with me; strike it 
Here to my heart ; aud as the blood flows from it 
Judge if it run not pure, as Cato’s daughter’s. 

{Crosses to r.h.) 

Jaf. Oh! Belvidera! 

BeL Why was I last night deliver’d to a villain } 
Jaf Ha ! a villain ? 

BeL Yes, to a villain ! Why at such an hour 
Meets that assembly, all made up of wretches? 

Why, I in this hand, and in that a dagger, 

Was 1 deliver’d with such dreadful ceremonies ? 

To you, sirs, and to your bononrs, 1 bequeath her, 
And with her this : W’hene’er I prove unworthy — 
You know the rest~then strike it to her heart.” 

Oh ! why’s that rest conceal’d from ine Must I 
Be made the hostage of fL hellish trust? 
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For such I know 1 am ; that’s all my value. 

But, by the love and loyalty I owe thee. 

I'll free thee from the bondage of the slaves; 

Straight to the senate, tell 'em all I know, 

AU that I think, all that my fears inform me. 

Jaf. Is this the Roman virtue ; this the blood 
That boasts its purity with Cato's daughtei ? 

Would she have e'er betray'd her Brutus ? 

JBtl, No : 

For Brutus trusted her* Wert thou so find. 

What would not Belvidera suffer for thr e ? 

Jaf^ I shall undo myself« and tell tL«e all. 

Yet think a little, ere thou tempt me further ; 

Think I’ve a tale to tell will shake thy nature. 

Melt all this boasted constancy thou talk’st of. 

Into vile tears and despicable sorrows : 

Then if thou should 'st betray me !■— 

IBeh Shall 1 swear ! 

Jaf* No, do not swear : 1 would not violate 
Thy tender nature with so rude a bond : 

But as thou hop’st to see me live my days, 

And love thee long, lock this within thy breast : 

I've bound myself, by all the strictest sacrameD^> 
Divine and human— 

Speak ! 

Jaf, To kill thy father — 

SeL My father ! 

Jaf^ Nay, the throats of the whole senate 
Shall bleed, my Belvidera. He, amongst us. 

That spares his father, brother, or his friend. 

Is damn'd. 

Beh Oh ! 

Jaf. Have a cai’e, and shrink not even in thought 
For, if thou dost — 

Beh 1 know it ; thou wilt kill me. 

Do, strike thy* sword into this bosom : lay me 
Dead on the earth, and then thou wilt be safe. 
Murder my father ! though his cruel nature 
Has persecuted me to my undoing; 

Driven me^to basest wants; I behold him. 
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With smiles of vengeance, butcher'd in his age ? 
rUe sacred fountain of niy life destroy'd ? 
i\nd carst \hou shed the blood that gave me being ? 
NTay, be a traitor too, and sell thy country ? 

Oan thy gA?at heart descend so vilely low, 

VI ix witli hir’d slaves, bravocs, and common stabbers ? 
loin with suc^ a crew^ and take a ruffian's wages. 

To cut the tirjoats of wretches as they “sleep i* 

ThouVvrong’st me, Belvidera ! I’ve engaged 
With men of ^buls^ fit to reform the ills 
Of all mankind ^ there’s not a heart amongst them 
But’s stout as, ieath, yet honest as the nature 
Of man first made, ere fraud and vice were fashion. 
lieL What’s he, to whose curst hands last night thou 
gav'st me ? 

Was that well c’one ? Oh ! I could tell a story. 

Would rouse thy lion heart out of its den, 

\nd make it ra;^e with terrifying fury. 

•Ta/, Speak 3n, I charge thee. 
jBel, O, my love ! If e’er 
rhy Belvidera’s peace deserv’d thy care, 
iiemove me from this place. Last night, last night I 
^qf. Detract me not, but give roe all the truth. 

J?"'. Nu vOtrt thou gone, and I alone, 

[^ft in the power of that old son of mischief ; 

No sooner was I laid on my sad bed, 

But that vile wretch approach’d me ! Then my heart 
rhrobb’d with its fears : Oh, how I wept and sigh’d ! 
And shrunk and trembled! wish’d in vain/or him 
That should protect me ! Thou, alas ! wer’t gone^ 
t/qf. Patience, sweet heav’n, ’till Tmake vengeance 
sure. "" 

JBel. He drew the hideous dagger forth, thou '‘gav’st 
him, 

And with upbraiding smiles, he said. Behold it ; 

This is the pledge of a false husband’s love : 

And in my arms then press’d, and would have clasp’d 
me; 

But with my cries, I scar’d his cowar^ heart, 
rill he withdrew, and mutter’d vows to hell.’ 

c 
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These are thy friends ! with these thy life, thy hriiour. 
Thy love, all stak’d, and all will go to ruin. 

Jaf» No more : 1 charge thee keep this secret close. 
Clear up thy sorrows ; look as if thy wrongs 
Were all forgot, and treat him like a friend. 

As no complaint were made. No more; retire. 

Retire, my life, cro&Bes to i..u.) doubt not of 
my honour; 

I’ll heal its failings, 4tnd deserve thy lovi . 

BeL Oh ! should I part with thee, I /tar thou wilt, 
In anger leave me, and return no morK 

Jaf. Return no more ! 1 would notlt%’e without thee 
Another night, to purchase the creation. 

Beh When shall we meet again ? 
t/a/. Anon, at twelve, 
ril steal myself to thy expecting arms, 

Come like a travell’d dove, and bring thee peace. 

Bel, Indeed ! 

Jaf, By all our loves. 

BeL ’Tis hard to part : 

But sure no falsehood ever look’d so fairly. 

Farewell ; remember twelve, [Exit^ l.h.d. 

./iegf. tst beav’n forget m^, 

When I remember not thy truth, thy 

Enter Pibrrb, r.h. 

Pier. Jaffier. 
c7«/‘. Who calls ? 

Pier, A friend, that could have wish'd 
T’ have found thee otherwise employed. What, hunt 
A tdrife, on the dull soil ! Sure a staunch husband 
Of alkhounds is the dullest. Wilt thou never. 

Never be wean’d from caudles and confections? 

What feminine tales hast thou been listening to, 

Of unair’d shirts, cutaiThs, and tooth-ache, got 
By thin-sol’d shoes ? Damnation ! that a fellow, . 
Chosen to be a sharer in the destruction 
Of a whole peopl^ should sneak thus into corners 
To ease his f^ulsome lusts, and fool his mind. 
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Jc^. May not a man then trifle out an hour 
Vyith a kina woman, and not wrong his calHng ? 

Pier, Not in a cause like ours, 
t/o/'. Then, friend, our cause 
Is in a damn’d condition : for Til tell thee. 

That canker-worm, called lechery, has touch’d it ; 

’Tis tainted vilely. Wouldst thou think it ? Renault, 
(That mortified, old, wither’d, winter rogue) 

He visited her last night, like a kind guardian : 

Faith ! shehaM some temptation, that’s the truth on’t. 
Pier. He dnrst not wrong his trust. 

*Taf. ’Twas i^omething late, though. 

To take the freedom of a lady’s chamber. 

Pier. Was she in bed? 

*Taf. Yes, faith, in virgin sheets. 

White as \\er bosom, Pierre, disli’d neatly up. 

Might tempt a weaker appetite to taste. 

Oh ! how the old fox stunk, I warrant thee, 

When the rank fit was upon him ! 

Pier. Patience guide me ! 

He us’d no violence ? 

*/af. No, no ; out on’t, violence ! 

Play’d w:th her neck j brush’d her with his grey beard ; 
of viidence. 

Pter. &am'h him. ** 

^qf. Ay, so say I ; but hush, no iiiore on’t. 

All hitherto is well, and 1 believe 

Myself no monster yet. Sure it is near the hour 

We all should meet for our concluding orders : 

Will the ambassador he here in person ? 

Pier. No, he has sent commission to that villain, 
Ropault, 

To give the executing charge ; 

T’d have thee be a man, if possible. 

And keep thy temper ; for r brave revenge 
Ne’er comes too late. ^ 

*/af. Fear not, I am coo! as patience. 

Pier. He’s yonder, coming this way through the 
hall ; 

His thoughts seem full. 

c 2 ! 
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t/a/. Pr’ythee retire, and leave me 
With him alone : I’ll put him to some trial : 

See how his rotten part will bear the touching. 

Pier. Be careful, then. {Exit, k.h. 

Jaf, Nay, never doubt, btut trust me. 

What ! be a devil, take a damning oath 
For shedding native blood ! Can there be a sin 
In merciful repentance? Oh, this villain ! 

{Retires up the stage,) 

Pinter Renault, l.it. ' 

Ren, Perverse and peevish ! What a slave is man 
To let his rebel passions master him ! 

Despatch the tool her husband — that were well. 

Who's there ? {Jaf, advapees^ b.h.) 

Jaf, A man. 

Ren, My friend, my near ally, 

The hostage of your faith, my beauteous charge, is very 
well. 

Jaf, Sir, are you sure of that ? 

Stands she in perfect health ? Beats her pulse even ? 
Neither too hot nor cold? 

Ren, What means that question ? ^ ^ 

Jaf Oh ! women hdve fantastic constitutions. 
Inconstant in their wishes, always wavering, 

And never fix’d. Was it not boldly done, 
liven at first sight, to trust the thing 1 lov'd 
(A tempting treasure too) with youth so fierce 
And vigorous as thine ? but thou art honest. 

Ren, Who dares accuse me ? 

Jaf, Curs’d be he that doubts 
Thy virtue 1 I havjp tried it, and declare, ♦ 

Were i to choose a guardian of my honour, 

I’d put it in thy keeping: fori know thee. 

Ren. Know me ! 

Jef, Ay, know th^e. There’s no falsehood in thee ; 
Thou look’st just as thou art. Let us embrace. 

Now jvouldst thou cut my throat, or 1 cut thine ? 

You dare not do’t. 
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• Juf. You lie, sir. {A noise Without,') 

Ren, How ! 

* tTafn. No more, 

^Tis a base world, and must reform, that's all. 

{. 

Enter ^ Spinosa, Ei.hot, Thkodork, Oitrand, 
Rbvii.luio, Rramvkil, and the rest of the Con- 
spirators^ U.H. 

lien. Spinosa 1 Theodor-e ! 

Spin, The same. 

Ren. You are welcome. 

Spin. You are trembling, sir. 

Ren. ’Tis a cold night, indeed, and 1 am aged f 
Full of decay and natural infirmities : (Thep retire,) 

Re-enter Pikruk- r.h. 

■* 

We shall be warm, my friends, I hope, to-morrow. 
Pier. ’Twas not well done; thou shouldst have 
stroak’d him, 

And not have gallM him. 

Jaf. Damn him, let hirp chew onH. 

{(Crosses to.ju.H,) 

where am I ? beset with cursed fiends. 

That wait to damn me ! What a devil’s man, 

When he forgets his nature I {Conspirators advance i-u.) 
hush, my heart. 

Rm. My friends, ’tis late; are we assembled all ? 
To-morrow’s rising sun must see you all 
Deck’d in your honours. Are the soldiers ready ? 

Pier. All^ all. 

Ren. You, Durand, with your thousand, must pos- 
sess 

St. Mark's ; you, captain, know your charge already ; 
'Tis to secure the ducal palace: 

Be all this done with the least tumult possible, 

’Till in each place you^post sufficient guards : 

Then sheathe your swords in every breast you meet. 
0 /qf. Oh ! reverend cruelty 1 danfn'd bloody villain ! 

c 3 [ (Aside.) 
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Ren. During this execution^ Durand, you 
Must in the midst keep your battalia fast ; 

And Theodore, be sure to plant the cannon • 

That may command the streets ; 

This done, we’ll give the general alarm. 

Apply petards, and fbi^ce the arsenal gates ; 

Then fire the city rotirsd in several places, 

Or with our cannon .(if he dare resist) 

Batter to ruin. But above all, I charge you. 

Shed blood enough ; spare neither sex nor age. 

Name nor condition : if there live a senator 
After to-morrow, though the dullest rogue 
Tha^e’er said nothing, we have lost our ends. 

If possible, let's kill the very name 
Of senator, and bury it in blood. 

./u/. Merciless, horrid slave — Ay, blood enough ! 
Shed blood enough/^ old Renault ! how thou charm’st 
me ! {Aside.) 

Ren. But one thing more, and then farewell, till 
fate 

Join us again, or separate us for ever* ^ 

*£jet’s all remember, • 

We wear no common cause upon our swords : 

Let each man think that on his single virtde 
Depends the good and fame of all the rest ; ' 

Eternal honour or perpetual infamy. 

^ {Advancing from the circle.) 

You droop, sir. ^ {To Jqffier.) 

Jaf No ; with most profound attention 
I’ve heard it all, and Wonder at thy virtue. 

Oh, Belvideria 1 take me to thy arms, 

And show nil where’s my peace, for I have lost it. 

(Asme.) [Exity l.h o . 

R^i. Without the least remorse then, let’s resolve 
With fire and sword t’ exterminate these tyrants : 

Under whose weight this wretched country labours. 

The means are only in our han<|s to crown them. 

Pier* And may those pow’rs above that are pro- 
pkious 

.To gallant ininds, record this cause and bless it. 
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• Ren, Thus happy, thus secure of all wc wish for, 

'N Should there, my friends, be found among us one 
l^ilse to this glorious enterprise, what fate, 

What vengeance were enough for such a villain ? 

A ^IL Death here without repentance, hell hereafter. 
) Ren, Let that be my lot, if, as here I stand, 

Listed by fate among her darlibg sons. 

Though 1 had one only brother, dear by all 
The strictest ties of nature; could i likvesuch a friend 
Join’d in this cause, and had but ground to fear 
He meant foul play; may this right hand drop from 
me, 

If I’d not hazard all my future peace, 

And stab him to the'heart before you. Who, 

Who would do less ? Wouldst thou not, Pierre the 
same ? 

Rier You’ve singled me, sir, out for this hard^ ques- 
tion. 

As if ’twere started only for my sake ! 

Am I the thing you fear ? Here, here’s my bosom, 
Searchdt with all your swords. Am i a traitor ? 

Ren, No: but I fear your late commended friend^^ 
Is little less. Come, sirs, ’tis now no lime 
To trifle with our safety. Where’s this Jaflier ? 

^tn. He left the room just now, in strange dis- 
order% 

Ren, Nay, there is danger in him : 4 observ’d him ; 
During the time 1 took for explanation, 

He was transported from most deep attention 
To a confusion whicli he could not smother ; 

His looks grew full of sadness and surprise. 

All which betray’d a wavering spirit in him. 

That labour’d with reluctancy and sorrow. 

What’s requisite for safety must be done 
With speedy execution ; he remains 
Yet in our power : I, for my own part, wear 
A dagger— dagger Jaf, gave him.) 
Well? 

Rm, And I could wish it — — 

Pier. Where ? 

c4 
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Hen, Buried in his heart. 

Hier, Away; {Takes the dagger from him^ and' 
puts it in his pockety and crosses tr 
we’re yet all friends; , 

No more of this, ’twill breed ill blood among us. 

Spin. Let us all draw our swords, and search tl e 
house, 

Pull him from the dark hole where he sits brooding 
O’er his cold fftars, and each man kill his share of 
him. 

Pier, Who talks of killing? (CVosses to Spin, who 
is R.H. t?ien turns to EIL then to Theo. then 
to Ren.) Who’s he’ll shed the blood 
That’s dear to me ? Is’t you, or you, or you, sir ? 

What, not one speak ! how you stand gaping all 
On your grave oracle, your wooden god there ! 

Yet not a word ! Then, sir. I’ll tell you a secret: 
Suspicion’s but at best a coward’s virtue. {ToRenault.) 
Ren. A coward ! {Handles his sword.) 

Pier. Put up thy sword, old man ; 

Thy hand shakes at it. Come, let’s heal this breach ; 

^ {Crosses to l.h.) 

1 am too hot, we yet may all live friends. 

Spin* 7’fll we are safe, our friendship cannot be so. 
Pier. Again ! Who’s that ? 

Spim 'Twas I. 

Theo. And lin 
, Ren. And I. 

Omnes. And all. 

Ren, Who are on my side ? 

Spin. Every honest sword. 

Let’s die like men, and not be sold like slaves. 

Pier, One such word more, by heav'n, I’ll to the 
senate, 

And hang ye all, like dogs, in clusters. 

( They half draw their swords.) 
Why peep your coward swords half out their shells ? 
Why do you not all brandish them like mine ? 

You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. 

Ren. Go to the senate and betray us ! haste ! 
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Secure thy wretched life ; we fear to die 
(Iwe^sJt.han thou dar’st be honest. r.h.) 

Pier, That’s rank falsehood. 

{Crosses to Itenault, and seizes his left arm.) 

{ ^ear’st tliou not death 1 Fie there’s a knavish itcli 
n that salt blood, an utter foe to smarting. 

Had Jaffier’s wife prov’d kind, he’d still been true. 
Faugh, how that stinks 1 thou die, thOu kill my friend ! 
Or thou ! or thou ! with that lean wither'd face. 

Away ! {Crosses to ]..h.) disperse all to your several 
charges. 

And meet to-raorrow where your honour calls you. * 
I’ll bring that man whose blood you so much thifst for. 
And you shall see him venture for you fairly — 

Hence ! hence, 1 say ! [Ejrit Renault angrily^ r.h. 

Spin. 1 fear we’ve been to blame. 

And done too much. 

Theo. ’Twas too far urg’d against the man you 
lov’d. 

Rev. Here, take our swords and crush them with 
your feet. 

Spin. Forgive us, gallant friend. 

Pier, Nay, now you’ve found 
The way to melt and cast me as you will. 

Whence arose all this discord ? 

Oh, what a dangerous precipice liave ’scap’d I 
How near a fall was all we’d long been building ! 

What an eternal blot had stain’d our glories. 

If one, the bravest and the best of men. 

Had fall’n a sacrifice to rash suspicion. 

Butcher’d by those whose cause he came to clierish ! 
Come but to morrow, alfyour doubts shall end. 

And to your loves me bettiur recommend, 

That I’ve preserv’d your fame, and sav’d my friend. 

" {Exeunt ; Rierre, l.h, the rest, r.h, 

KND'OF ACT III. 


c 5 
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ACT IV. - 

SCENE 1.— The Rialto. 

• 

Milter JaffiIbr and Bblvidera^ l.h, 

t/fi/. Where d^st thou lead me ? Every step I move, 
Methinks I tread upon some mangled limb 
Of a rack’d friend. Oh, my charming ruin ! 

Where are we wandering ? 

Mel, To eternal honour. 

To do a deed shall chronicle thy name 
Among the glorious legends of those few 
That have sav’d sinking nations. Thy renown 
Shall be the future song of all the virgins, 

Who by thy piety have been preserv’d 
From horrid violation. Every street 
Shall be adorn’d with statues to thy honour ; 

And at thy feet this great inscription written, 

“ Remember him that propp’d the fall of Venice.” 

t/qf,, Rather, remember him, who, after all 
The sacred bonds of oaths, and holier friendship, 

]n fond compassion to a woman’s tears, 

Forgot his manhood, virtue, truth, and honour. 

To sacrifice the bosom that reliev’d him. 

Why wilt thou damn me? 

Mel. Ob, inconstant man ! 

How will you promise*; how wUI you deceive ! 

Do, return back, replace me in my bondage^ 

Tell all thy friends. bow dangerously thou lov’st me. 
And let thy dagger do its bloody office. 

Or if thou think’st it nobler, let me live, 

’Till I’m a victim to the hateful lust 
Of that infernal devil. 

Last night, my love ! 

t/qf. Name, name it not again : 

It shows a beastly image to my fancy. 

Will wake me into madness* « 
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^Destruction, swift destruction, 

^all on my coward bead if I forgive him ! 

^ -Bf«.*Delay no longer, then, but to the senate, 

Vnd tell the dismal ’st story ever utter'd : 
foil 'em what bloodshed, rapines, desolations. 

Have been prepar'd : how near*8 the fatal hour. 

Save thy poor country, save the reverend blood 
Of all its nobles, which to-morrow's c|^wn 
Must else see shed. 

tiaf. Oh ! think what then may prove my lot : 

By all heav'n's powers, prophetic truth dwells in thee ; 
For every word thou speak'st strikes through my 
heart ; 

Just what thou’st made me, take me, Belvidera, 

And lead me to the place where Tm to say 
This bitter lesson; where I must betray 
My truth, my virtue, constancy, and friends. 

Must I betray my friend ? Ah ! take me quickly ; 
Secure me well before that thought’s renew’d; 

If I relapse once more, all’s lost for ever. 

BeL Hast thou a friend more dear than Belvidera ? 
Jaf. No : thou’rt my soul itself ; wealth, friendsWn, 
honour, ^ 

Alt present joys, and earnest of all future, 

Are summ’d in thee. 


Bnter Officers, and Gua/^ds^ r.h. 

Q^. Stand ! who goes there ? 

BeL Friends. 

Qjffi. But what friends are you ? 

BeL Friends to the senate, and the state of Venice, 
My orders are to seize on all I find 
At this late hour, and bring 'em to the council. 

Who are now sitting. 

nJaf. Sir, you shall be obey’d. (Crosses to centre,) 
Now the lot’s cast, and fate, do what thou wilt. 

guarded ^ r.h. 


c(3 
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SCENE 11. — The Senate-home^ tv here appear sitA 
ting the Duke qf Venice, Priuli, and other 
Senators, 

Duke, Anthony, Priuli,* senators of Venice, 

Speak, why are we assembled here this night ? 

What have you (o inform us of, concerns 
The state of Venice's honour, or its safety ? 

PrL (r.h.) Could words express the story Pve to 
, tell you. 

Fathers, these tears were useless, these sad tears 
That fall from my old eyes ; but there is cause 
We all should n’eep, tear off these purple robes. 

And wrap ourselves in sackcloth, sitting down 
On the sad earth, and cry aloud to hcav’n ; 

Heav’n knows, if yet there be an hour to come 
Ere Venice be no more. 
jiU Sen. How ! 

Pri, Nay, we stand 
Upon the very brink of gaping ruin. 

Within this city's form'd a dark conspiracy, 

To massacre us all, our wives and children, 

Kindred and friends, our palaces and templet 
To lay in ashes : nay, the hour too fix'd; 

The swords, for aught 1 know, drawn e'en this moment. 
And the wild waste begun. From unknown hands 
1 had this warning ; but, if we are men. 

Let's not be tamely butcher'd, but do something 
That may inform the world, in after ages. 

Our virtue was not ruin’d, though we were. 

noise without^ l.h.) 
'£apt* Room, room, make room for some prisoners — 

{Without^ E.H.) 

Enter Officer and Guards, l.h.d. 

Duke^ Speak, there. What disturbance ? 

O0L Two prisoners have the guards seiz’i], in the 
street, 
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Who say, they come t’ inform this reverend council 
bout the present danger. 

S ' All SyffW. Give ’em entrance — {Officer goes to l.h.d. 

then enter J^iiffier^ Ca 2 )lam, and Guards,) 
Wtfll, who are you ? 

(2%e Captain and Guards proceed behind the 
Uuke^s chair round to R«fi, where they remain ; 
the Officer waits l.h. betweei^ Jaffier and the 
Duke,) 

Jat\ A villain ! * 

Would every man, that hears me, 

Would deal so honestly, and own his title. 

Dukcm. ’Tis rumour'd, that a plot has been contriv’d 
Against this state ; and you’ve a share in’t too. 

If you are a villain, to redeem your honour. 

Unfold the truth, and be restor’d with mercy. 

Jaf. Think not, that I to save my life came hither ; 
I know its value better ; but in pity 
To all those wrenches whose unhappy dooms 
Are fix’d and seal’d. You see me here before you, 
The sworn and covenanted foe of Venice ; 

But use me as my dealings may deserve, 

And I may prove a friend. >» 

Duke* The slave capitulates ; 

Give him the tortures. 

. Jaf* That you dare not do ; 

Your fear won’t let you, nor the longing itch 
To hear a story which you dread the truth of : 

Truth, which the fear of smart shall ne’er get from me. 
Qpwards are scar’d with threat’nings ; boys are wliipt 
Into confessions ; but a steady mind 
Acts of itself, ne'er asks the body’s counsel. 

Give him the tortures ! Name but such a thing 
Again, by heav’n I’ll shut these lips for ever. 

Not all your racks, your engines, or your wheels. 

Shall force a groan away, that you may guess at. 

I Duke, Name yout conditions. 

^ *Taf, For myself full pardon, 
esides the lives of tWo-and-twenty friends, 

/hose names are here enroll’d — Nay, let thei;* crimes. 
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Be ne’er so monstrous, I must have the oaths 
And sacred promises of this reverend council^ 

That, in a full assembly of the senate 
The thing 1 ask be ratified. Swear this. 

And ril unfold the secret of your danger. 

Duke. Propose the bath. 

Jaf. By all the hof^s 
Yc have of peace and happiness hereafter, 

Swear. — Ye swear ? 

All Sen. We swear. (All the council bow.) 

Jaf. And, as ye keep the oath, 

May you and your posterity be bless’d. 

Or curs’d for ever. 

All Sen. Else be curs’d for ever. (Theybotv again.) 
Jaf. Then here’s the list, and with’t the full disclose 
Of all that threatens you. 

(Delivers a paper to the Officer who gives it 
to the Duke.) 

Now, fate, thou hast caught me. 

Duke. Give order that all diligent search be made 
To seize these men, their characters are public ; 

(The Duke gives the first paper to the Officer.) 
The paper mtimates their rendezvous 
To be at the house of a fam’d Grecian courtezan, 

Call’d Aquilina; see that place secur’d. 

You, Jaffier, must with'patience bear till morning 
To be our prisoner. 

Jaf. Would the chains of death 
Had bound me safe, ere I had known this minute. 
Duke. Captain, withdravic your prisoner. ^ 

Jaf. Sir, if possible, (Crosses to Capt. r.h.) 

Ijead me where my own thoughts themselves may 
lose me ; 

Where 1 may doze out what I’ve left of life. 

Forget my.^elf, and this day’s guilt and falsehood. 
'^Cruel remembrance, how shall 1 appease thee ? 

[Bxit guarded, r.h.d , 
Offi. (IFithout.) More traitors ; room, room, make, 
room, there. \ 

How’s this? guards! 
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/here are your guards? Shut up the gates^ the tr^a- 
. ’i • son^s 
Already *af our doors. 

Enter Officer, l.h, 

Offi. My lords, more traitors. 

Seiz'd in the very act of consultation p 
Furnish’d with arms and instrirmeats of mischief. 
Bring in the prisoners. 

Enter Elliot, Theodore, Renault, Revillido, 
Pierre, and other Conspirators y in fetters y l.h.o. 

Pier, (l.h.) You, my lords, and fathers 
(As you are pleas'd to call yourselves) of Venice ; 

If you sit here to guide the course of justice, 

Why these disgraceful chains upon the limbs 
That have so often labour'd in your service ? 

Are these the wreaths of triumph ye bestow 
On those that bring you conquest homej and honours ? 
Duke. Go on $ you shall be heard, sir. 
j4nt. And be bang’d too, I hope. 

Pier. Are these the trophies Tve deserv'd for 
fighting 

Your battles with confederated powers ? 

When "winds and seas conspir’d to overthrow you j 
And brought the fleets of Spain to your own harbours ; 
When you, great Duke, shrunk trembling in your 
palace. 

And saw your wife, the Adriatic, plough'd, 

Like a lewd whore, by bolder prows than yours ; 
Stepp’d not I forth, and tat^ht your loose Venetians 
The task of honour, and the way to greatness ? 

Rais'd you from your capitulating fears 
To stipulate the terms of sued-for peace ? 

Vnd this iny recompense ! If Fm a traitor, 

Voduce my charge ; or show the wretch that's base 
jAnd brave enough to tell me I’m a traitor. 

Duke. Know you one Jaffier ? 

{Conspiratqrs murmur.) 
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JPicr. Yes, and know Ws virtue. 

His justice, truth, his general worth, and sufferings, 
From a liard father taught me first to love hint. 

Duke^ See him brought forth. 

Knter Jaffieh, r.h.d. guarded. 

Pier, My friend too bound ! nay then 
Our fate has conquer’d us, and we must fall. 

Wliy droops the man whose welfare’s so much mine. 
They’re but one thing ? These reverend tyrants, 
Jaffier, 

Call us traitors, art thou one, my brother? 

Jaf, To thee I am the falsest, veriest slave, 

That e’er betray d a generous, trusting friend. 

And gave up honour to be sure of ruin. 

x\ll our fair hopes whiph morning was F have crown’d. 

Has this curst tongue o’erthrown. 

Pier, So then, all’s over : 

Venice has lost her freedom, I my life. 

No more ! FarpwelJ ! 

Duke. Say ; will you make confession 
or your vile deeds, and trust the senate’s mercy. 

Pier. Curs’d be your senate! curs’d your consti- 
tution : 

The curse of growing factions and divisions, 

Still vex your councils, shake your public safety. 

And make the robes of government you wear 
Hateful to you, as these base phatns to me. 

Duke. Pardon, or death ? 

Pier, Death 1 honourable death ! 

Reti, Death’s tlie best thing we ask, or you can 
give, 

No shameful bonds, but honourable death. 

Duke. Break up the council. Captain, guard your 
^prisoners. 

Jafiier, you’re free, but these must wait for judgment. 
{Xhe Captain takes off Jajffier^s chains , — TAv 
Duke and Council go away through the) 
arch, — The Conspirators ^ all but and 

PierrCf go off' guarded^ l.h.d.) ^ 
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Pier. Come, where’s my dungeon? Lead me to my 
straw ? 

wHI not be the first time I’ve lodg’d hard 
To do tiTe* senate service. 

Hold, one moment. 

Pier, Who’s he disputes the judgment of the senate ? 
Presumptuous rebel — {Strikes Jaf,) — on — {To Offl,) 
Jaf, By heav’ii, you stir not ! 

1 must be heard ; 1 must have leave t(t speak. 

Thou hast disgrac’d me, Pierre, by a vile blow : 

Had not a dagger done thee nobler justice ? 

But use me ,as thou wilt, thou canst not wrong me ; 

For 1 am fallen beneath the basest injuries : 

Yet look upon me with an eye of mercy, 

With [)ity and with charity behold me: 

And as tlicre dwells a godlike nature in thee, 

Listen with mildness to my supplications. 

Pier. What whining monk art thou ? what holy cheat. 
That wouldst encroach upon my credulous ears, 

And cant’st thus vilely ? Hence I know th^e not : 
Leave, hypocrite. 

Jaf. Not know me, Pierre ? 

Pier. No, 1 know thee not ! What art thou ? 

Jaf, Jaffier, thy friend,. thy once lov’d, valu’d friend ! 
Though now deservedly scorn’d, and us’d most hardly. 
Pier. Thou, JafBerl thou, my once lov’d, valu’d 
friend ! 

By heavens, thou liest ! the man so call’d, my friend, 
Was generous, honest, faithful, just, and valiant; 
Noble in mind, and in his person lovely ; 

Dear to my eyes, and tender to my heart : 

But thou, a wretched, base, false, worthless coward. 
Poor even in soul, and loathsome jn thy aspect; 

All eyes must shun thee, and all hearts detest thee. 
Pr’ythee avoid ; nor longer cling thus round roe. 

Like something baneful, that my nature’s chill’d at. 

\ Jaf. I have not wrong’d thee, by these tears I have 
not. 

Pier. Hast thou not wrong’d me ? Dar’st thou call 
thyself 
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That once lov’d, valu'd friend of mine, 

And swear thou hast not wrong’d me ? Whence thes.* 
chains ? , _ " 

Whence the vile death which I may meet this moment ? 
Whence this dishonour, but from thee, thou false one ? 
t/fl/. All’s true, yet grant one thing, and I’ve done 
asking. 

Pier. What’s that ? 

t/fl/. To take Ihy life, on such conditions 
The council have propos’d : thou and thy friends, * 
May yet live long, and to be better treated. 

Pier. Life ! ask my life ! confess ! record myself 
A villain, for the privilege to breathe ! 

And carry up and down this cursed^ city, 

A discontented and repining spirit," 

Burthensome to itself, a few years longer; 

To lose it, may be at last, in a lewd quarrel 
For some new friend, treacherous and false, as thou art ! 
No, this vile world and I have long been jangling, 
And cannot part on better terms than now, 

When only men, like thee, arc fit to live in’t. 

Jaf. all that’s just— 

Pier. Swear by some other powers, 

For thou hast broke that saared oath too lately. 

Jaf. Then, by that h($ll I merit. I’ll nOt leave thee. 
Till, to thyself, at least thou’rt reconcil’d. 

However thy resentment deal with me.. 

Pier. Not leave me ! 

</o/. No, thou shall not force me from thee., 

Use me reproachfully, and like a Wave; 

Tread on me, buffet me, heap vfmngs on wrongs 
On my poor head; I’ll ^ar it all with patience 
Shall weary out thy most unfriendly cruelty : 

Lie at thy feet, and kiss ’em though they spurn me, 
Till wounded by my sufferings, thou relent, 

And mise me to thy arms, with dear forgiveness. 

Pier. Art thou not — 

•To/. What? 

Prer, A ^faitor ? 

Jaf. Yes. 
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Pier, A villain ? 
i/af. Granted. 

Pier. A. coward, a most scandalous coward ; 
Spiritless, void of honour; one who has sold 
Thy everlasting fame, for shameless life? 

•A//. All, all and more, much more: my faults are 
numberless. 

Pier. Andwouldst thou have me live on terms like 
thine? 

Base, as thou art false — 

Jaf. No i ^tis to me tbat^s granted : 

The safety of thy life was all I aimM at, 

1 n recompense for faith and trust so broken . 

Pier, 1 scorn it more, because preserv’d by thee ; 
And, as when first my foolish heart took pity 
On thy misfortunes, sought thee in thy miseries. 
Reliev'd thy wants, and rais’d thee from the state 
Of wretchedness, in which thy fate had plung’d thefe. 
To rank thee in my list of noble friends ; 

All 1 receiv’d, in surety for thy truth, 

Were unregarded oaths, and this, this dagger, 

Giv’n with a worthless pledge, thou since hast stol’n : 
So I restore it back to thee again ; 

Swearing by alF those powers which thou hast violated. 
Never, from this curst bout, to hold communion, 
Friendship, or interest^ with thee, though our years 
Were to exceed those limited the world. 

Take it — farewell — for now I owe thee nothing. 

«/af. Say, thou wilt live then. 

Pier, For my life* dispose it 
Just as thou wilt, because His what I'lnHir’d with. 

Jaf. Ob, Pierre! 

Pier, No more. 

Jnf, My eyes won't lose sight of thee, 

But languish after thee, and ache with gazing. 

Pier, Leave me — Nay then thus, thus I throw thee 
from me ; 

nd curses, great as is thy falsehood, catch thee, 

[EjHe R.H. Guarded, 

Jaf, Amen. 
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' He’s gone, my father, friend, preserver, 

And here's the portion he has left me : 

{Holds the Dagger up.) 

This dagger. Well remember’d ! with this dagger, 

I gave a solemn vow, of dire importance; 

Parted with this, and Belvidera together. 

Have a care, mcm’ry, drive that thought no farther : 
No, ril esteem it as a friend’s last legacy : 

Treasure it up within this wretched bosom. 

Where it may grow acquainted w^ith my heart, 

That when they meet they start not from each other. 
So, Row for thinking — A blow, call’d a traitor, villain. 
Coward, dishonourable coward ; faugh 1 
Oh \ fora long <?ound sleep, ancLso forget it, 

Down, busy devil ! 

* 

Enter Bklvidkra, l.h.d. 

Bel. Whither shall 1 fly ? 

Where hide me and my miseries together ? 

Where’s now the Roman constancy I boasted ? 

Sunk into trembling fears and desperation, 

Not daring to look up to that dear face 

Which us’d to smile, ev’n on my faults ; but, down. 

Bending these miserable eyes on earth, 

Must move in penance, and implore much mercy. 

n/af. Mercy ! kind heav’n has surely endless stores. 
Hoarded for thee, of blessings yet uutasted; 

Oh, Belvidera! Tm the wretched’st creature 
E’er crawl’d on earth. 

My friend too^ Belvidera, that dear friend. 

Who, next to thee, was all my health rejoic’d in. 

Has us’d me like a slave, shamefully us’d me: 

’Twould break thy pitying heart to hear the story. 

Bel. What has he done ? 

Before we parted. 

Ere yet his guards had led him to his prison, 

Full of severest sorrows for his sufferings, 

With eyes o’erflowing, and a bleeding heart. 

As at his feet f kneeled and sued for mercy; 
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ith a reproachful hand he dash'd a blow : 
struck me, Belvidera ! by heav'n he struck me ! 
Buffeted, oil rd me traitor, villain, coward ! 

Am ] a coward? Am 1 a villain ? Tell me: 

Tlioti'rt the best judge, and mad’st me, if 1 am so! 
Damnation 1 Coward ! 

Bel. Oh I forgive him, Jaffier ; 

And, if his sufferings wound thy heart already, 

What will they do to-morrow ? 

Jaf. Ah 1 
Bel. To-morrow, 

When thou shaltseehim stretched in all the agonies 
Of a tormenting and a shameful death : 

His bleeding bowels, and his broken limbs. 

Insulted o’er, by a vile, butchering villain ; 

What will thy heart do then ? Oh ! sure ’twill stream. 
Like my eyes now. 

Jaf. What means thy dreadful story ? 

Death, and to-morrow ! 

BeL The faithless senators, ’tis they’ve decreed it : 
They say, according to our friends* lequest. 

They shall have death, and not ignoble bondage : 
Declare their promis’d mercy all as forfeited : 

False to their oaths, and deaf to intercession. 

Warrants are pass’d for public death to-morrow. 

Jaf, Death 1 doom’d to die ! condemn’d unheard ! 

unpleaded ! « 

Bel, Nay, cruel’st racks and torments are preparing 
To force confession from their dying pangs. 

Oh ! do not look so terribly upon me I 

How your lips shake, and all your face disorder’d ! 

What means my love ? 

Jaf Leave me, I charge thee, leave me — Strong 
temptations 
Wake in my heart. 

^eL For what ? 

^af No more, but leave me. 

V/. Why? 

Oh ! by heav’n, I love thee with that fondness, 
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1 would not have thee stay a moment longer / 

Near these curs'd hands : Are they not cold upon the/: ? 
(PuUs the Dagger half out of his B^om^ and 
puts it back agasn^) 

BeL NO) everlasting conffort's in thy arms. 

To lean thus on thy breast, is softer ease 
Than downy pillows, deck'd with leaves of roses. 

Jaf, Alas ! thou think’st not of the thorns 'tis fill'd 
with : 

Fly, ere they gall thee. There's a lurking serpent. 
Ready to leap and sting thee to the heart : 

Art thou not terrified ? 

BeL No. 

Jaf, Call to mind 

What thou hast done, and whither thou hast brought 
me. 

BeL Hah ! 

Jaf, Where's my friend ? my friend, thou smiling 
mischief! 

Nay, shrink not, now *tis too late ; thou shouldst have 

. . . 

When thy guilt first had cause ; for dire revenge 

Is up, and raging for my fsiend. He groans ! 

Hark, how he groans i his screams are in my ears ! 
Already, see, they’ve fixed him on the wheel, 

And now they tear him — Murder! Perjur'd senate ! 

- Murder — Oh! — Hark thee, traitress, thou bast done 
this, 

Thanks to thy tears and faj^e |»muading love. 

How her eyes speak ! Oh, thpu .bewitching creature ! 

(Feeling for Ms Dagger,] 
Madness can’t hurt thee. Come, tl^u little trembler, 
Creep even into my heart, and there lie safe : 

'Tisthy own citadel — Hah — yet stand off. 

'Heav'n must have justice, and my broken vows 
Will sink me else beneath its reaching mercy, 
ril wink, and then 'tis done— ^ . 

BeL What means the lord * \ 

Of me, my life, and bve ? What’s in thy bosom, 
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m • 

'ijhou grasp’st at so ? Nay, why am 1 thus treated ? 
\Jaffier draws the Dagger^ and offers to stab her,) 
Jaf, Kdow, Belvidera, when we parted last, 

1 gave this dagger with thee, as in trust. 

To Ue thy portion if 1 e*er prov’d false. 

On such condition, was my truth believ’d : 

But now ’tis forfeited, and must be paid for. 

{Offers to ^ab her again,) 
Bel, Oh ! Mercy 1 {Kfiecling,) 

%Taf, Nay, no struggling. 

Beh Now then, kill me. 

While thus I cling about thy cruel neck. 

Kiss thy revengeful lips, and die in joys 
Greater than any 1 can guess hereafter. 

{heaps on hi,H Nech, and kisses him.) 
Jaf. 1 am, I am a coward ; witness heav’n. 

Witness it, earth, and every being witness: 

’Tis but one blow ! yet by immortal love, 

1 cannot longer bear a thought to harm thee. 

{He throws away the JDagger^ and embraces her,) 
The seal of Providence is sure upon thee : 

And thou wert born for yet unheard-of wonders. 

Oh ! thou wert either born to save or damn me !— 

By all the power that’s giv’n thee o’er my soul, 

By thy resistless tears and conquering smiles. 

By the victorious love that still waits on thee, 

Fly to thy cruel father, save my friend. 

Or all our future quiet’s lost for ever. 

Fall at his feet, cling roimd his reverend knees. 

Speak to bin) with thy eyes, and with thy tears,^ 

Melt his hard heart, and wake dead nature in him, 
Crush him in th' arms, torture him with thy softness ; 
Nor, till thy prayers are granted, set him free. 

But conquer him, as thou hast conquer’d me. 

\_Exeunt; BeL JL.a.o. Jaf. k.h. 


END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. « " 

SCENE I. — An Apartment in PriuH*s House. 
Enter Pkiui-i, r.h. 

Pri, Why, ciuel heav’n, have my unhappy days 
Been lengthen’d to this sad one ? Oh ! dishonour 
And deathless infamy is fallen upon me. 

Was it my fault ? Am 1 a traitor ? No. 

But then, my only child, my daughter wedded ; — 
There my best blood runs foul, and a disease 
Incurable has seiz’d upon my memory. 

Enter Bklvjdera, l.h.o.e. in a long mourning VeiL 

BeL He’s there, my father, my inhuman father. 
That for three years has left an only child 
Expos’d to all the outrages of fate, 

And cruel ruin I — Oh — 

Pri. What child of sorrow 
Art thou, that com’st wrapt up in weeds of sadness. 
And mov’st as if thy steps were towards a grave ? 

Bel. A wretch, who from the very top of happiness 
Am fall’n into the lowest depths of misery, 

And want your pitying hand to raise me up again. 

Pri. What wouldst thou beg for ? 

BeL Pity and forgiveness. {Throws up her veil.) 
By the kind, tender names of child and father 
Hear my cof!V||^aints, and take me to your love. 

Pri. My daughter I 
BeL Yes, your daughter ! 

And you’ve oft told me. 

With smiles of love and chaste paternal kisses. 

I’d much resemblance of my mother. 

Pri. Don’t talk thus. * 

BeL Yes, I must, and you must hear me too. ^ 

I have a husband. 

Pri. Damn him. 

BeL Oh I do not curse him ; 
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He would not speadc so hard a word towards you 
On any terms, howe'er he deals with me. 

^ PrL Ha ! what means my child ? 

BeL Oh ! my husband, tny dear husband, 

Cajyies a dagger in his once kind bosom. 

To pierce the heart of your poor Belvidera. 

Pru Kill thee ! 

Bel. Yes, kill me. When he pass'.d his faith 
And covenant against your state and senate. 

He gave me up a hostage for his truth : 

With me a dagger and a dire commission, 

Whene'er he fail'd, to plunge it through this bosom. 

I learnt the danger, chose the hour of love 
T' attempt his heart, and bring it back to honour. 
Great love prevail’d, and bless’d me with success ! 

He came, confess’d, betray’d his dearest friends 
For promis'd mercy. Now they're doom’d to suffer. 
Gall'd with remembrance of what then was sworn, 

If they are lost, he vows V appease the gods 
With this poor life, and make my blood ih' atonement. 
Pri. Heav’ns ! 

Bel, If I was ever then your care, now hear me ; 
Fly to the senate, save the promis'd lives 
Of his dear friends, ere mine be made the sacrifice. 
Pri. Oh, my heart’s comfort ! 

Bel, Will you not my father? 

Weep not, but answer me. 

Pri, By heav'n I will. 

Not one of them but what shall be immortal. 

Cunst thou forgive me all my follies past ? 

I’ll henceforth be indeed a father; never. 

Never more thus expose, but cherish thee. 

Dear as the vital warmth that feeds my life, 

Dear as these eyes that weep in fondness o’er thee. 
Peace to thy heart. Farewell. 

Bel, Go and remember, 

Tis Belvidera’s life her father pleads for. 

/ [Exeunty Bet, l.h. Pri, r.h. 
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SCliNE ll.—A Garden. 

Enter Japfier, r.h. 

•/flf/. Final destruction seize on all the world ! 

Bend down ye heav’ns, and shutting round tliis ear’Ji^ 
Crush the vile globe into its /irst confusion \ 

Enter Bei.vidkra^ l.h. 

Eel. My life — (^Meeting Atm.) 

Jaf. My plague — {Turnmg from her.) 

Bel. Nay, then I see my ruin. 

If I must die ! 

Jaf. Noi let the thoughts of death perplex thy fancy ; 
But answer me to what 1 shall demand, 

With a firm temf r and unshaken spirit. 

Bel. I will, when Fve done weeping— 
nfaf. Fie, no more on’t — 

How long is*t since that miserable day 
We wedded first. 

Bel. Oh ! Oh ! 

Jaf. Nay, keep in thy tears, 

Eest they unman me too. 

• Bel. Heavhi knows 1 cannot; 

The words you utter sound so very sadly. 

The streams ivill follow — 

./a/*. Come, Til kiss ’em dry then. 

Bel. But was’t a miserable day ? 
nfaf. A curs’d one. 

Bel. I thought it otherwise ; and you’ve often sworn. 
In the transporting hours of warmest love, 

When sure you spoke the truth, you’ve sworn you 
bless’d it. 

Jaf. Twas a rash oath. 

Bel. Then why am 1 not curs’d too ? 

Jaf. No, Belvidera ; by th’ eternal truth, 

1 dote w'ith too much fondness. 

BeL Still so kind ? 

Still then do you love me ? 

Jaf. Man ne’er was blest 
Since the first pair met, as I have been. 
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BtL Then sure you will not curse me ? 

• nlaf. No, ril bless thee. 

1 came on purpose, Belvidera, to bless thee. 

"Tis now, I think, three years, we’ve lived together. 

*JBeL And may no fatal minute ever part us, 

Till, reverend grown for age and love, we go 
Down to one grave, as our last bed, together ; 

There sleep in peace, till an eternal morning. 

Jaf, Did 1 not say, I came to bless thee ? 

BeL You did. 

•/a/. Then hear me, bounteous heav’n : 

Pour down your blessings on this beauteous head, 
Where everlasting sweets are always springing, 

With a continual giving luind : — let peace. 

Honour, and safety, always hover round her ! 

F«'od her with plenty ; let her eyes ne’er see 
A sight of sorrow, nor her heart know mourning: 
Oown all her days with joy, her nights with rest, 
Harmless as her own thoughts ; and prop her virtue. 
To bear the loss of one that too much lov’d ; 

And comfort her with patience in our parting. 

BeL How 1 Parting, parting I 
Jaf, Yes, for ever part ; 

1 have sworn, Belvidera, by yon heav’n, 

That best can tell how much I lose to leave thee. 

We part this hour for ever. {Crosses to i..h.) 

BeL Oh ! call back 

Your cruel blessing; stay with me, and curse me. 

J^aJ\ Now hold heart, or never. 

Bet, By all the tender days we’ve liv’d together. 
Pity my sad condition; speak, but speak. 

Jaf. Oh ! Oh ! 

BeL By these arms, that now cling round thy neck, 
By these poor streaming eyes — 

Jaf, Murder ! unhold me : 

Or by th’ immortal destiny that doom’d me 

{Draws the dagger,) 

To this curs’d minute, I’ll not live one longer; 
Resolve to let me go or see me fall — 

Hark, the dismal bell {Passing hell tofls,) 

T> 2 
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Tolls out for death ! I must attend its call too ; 

For my poor friend, my dying Pierre, expects me ; 

He sent a message to require Td see him 
Before he died, and take his last forgiveness. 

Farewell, for ever. • 

Bel. Leave thy dagger with* me, 

Bequeath me something — Not one kiss at parting ? 

Oh ! my poor heart, when wilt thou break ? 

{Going out^ looks back at him.) 

Jaf. Yet stay : 

We have a child, as yet a tender infant : 

Be a kind mother to him when I’m gone ; 

Breed him in virtue, and the paths of honour, 

But never let him know his father’s story ; 

1 charge thee, guard him from the wrongs my fate 
May do his future fortune, or his name : 

Now — nearer yet — {Approaching each other.) 

Oh I that my arms were rivetted 
Thus round thee ever ! But my friend ! my oath ! 
This, and no more. {Kisses her.) 

Bel. Another, sure another, 

For that poor little one you’ve ta’en such care of. 
ril giv’t him truly. 

Aaf. So now farewell. 

Bel. For ever ? 

Jaf. Heav’ii knows, for ever ; all good angels guard 
thee. l.h. 

Bel. All ill ones sure had charge of me this moment. 
Curs’d be my days, and doubly curs’d my nights. 

Oh ! give me daggers, fire, or water : 

How I could bleed, how burn, how drown the waves 
Huzzing and booming round my sinking head. 

Till I descended to the peaceful bottom >! 

Oh ! there’s all quiet, here, all rage and fury : 

The air’s too thin, and pierces my weak brain ; 

1 long for thick, substantial sleep ; hell ! hell ! 

Burst from the centre, rage and roar aloud. 

If thou art half so hot, so mad as 1 am. [Exity r.m. 
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SCENE 111 . — A Scaffold^ and a Wheel prepared for 
• ‘ the Execution of Pierre, 

Enter Offickr, Pieruk, Guards^ Executioner^ and 
* a great Rabble y 

Pier, My friend not come yet ? 

Jaffier, l.h. 

Jaf Oh, Pierre ! ( They embrace in centre^ 

Pier. Yet nearer. 

Dear to my arms, though thou’st undone my fame, 

I can’t forget to love thee. Pr’ythee, Jafiier, 

Forgive that filthy blow my passion dealt thee ; 

I’m now preparing for the land of peace, 

And fain would have the charitable wishes 
Of all good men, like thee, to bless my journey. 

Jaf. Good! I am the vilest creature, worse than e’er 
Suffer'd the shameful fate thou’rt going to taste of. 

Off\ (r.h.) The time grows short, your friends are 
dead already. 

Jaf Dead 1 

Pier. Yes, dead, Jaffier; they've all died like men too. 
Worthy their character. 

Jaf And what must I do ? 

Pier. Oh, Jaffier ! 

Jcf. Speak aloud thy burthen’d soul. 

And tell thy troubles to thy tortur'd friend. 

Pier, Friend ! Could'st thou yet be a friend, a gene- 
rous friend, 

I might hope comfort from thy noble sorrows. 

Heav’n knows, I want a friend. 

Jaf. And I a kind one. 

That would not thus scorn my repenting virtue. 

Or think, when he’s to die, my thoughts are idle. 

Pier. No! live, 1 charge thee, Jaffier. 

Jaf. Yes, T will live; 

But it shall be to see thy fall reveng’d 
At such a rate, as Venice long sb*>** ‘rroan f^r 
Pier, Wilt thou ? 
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Jaf. I will, by heav'o. 

Tier, Then still thou’rt noble, 

And 1 forgive thee. Oh — yet — shall I trust ihce ? 

Jaf. No ; Tve been false already. 

Tier^ Dost thou love me ? 

Jaf. Rip up iny heart, and 'satisfy thy doubtings. 
Pier, Curse on this weakness. {^Peeps,) 

Jaf, Tears ! Amazement ! Tears ! 

1 never saw thee melted thus before ; 

And know there’s something laboring in thy bosom. 
That must have vent : Though Tm a villain, tell me. 
Pier, Seest thou that engine? {Pointing to the tvheel,) 
Jaf, Why? 

Pier, Is’t fit a i. .»ldier, who has liv’d with honour. 
Fought nations’ quarrels, and been crown’d with con- 
quest, 

Be expos’d a common carcase on a wheel ? 

Jaf Hah! 

Pier, Speak! is' t fitting? 

Jaf Fitting ? 

Pier. Yes; is’t fitting ? 

%Jaf. What’s to be done? 

Pier, I’d have thee undertake 
Something that’s noble, to preserve my memory 
From the disgrace that’s ready to attaint it. 

Off, The day grows late, sir. 

Pier, I’ll make haste. Oh, Jaflier! 

Though thou’st betray’d me, do me some way justice. 

Jcf\ No more of that : thy wishes shall be satisfied ; 
J have a wife, and she shall bleed ; my child too. 

Yield up his little throat, and all 
7” appease thee. {Going away ^ Pierre holds him,) 

Pier, No — this — no more. ( Whispers Jaf) 

Jaf Hah I is’t then so ? 

Pier, Most certainly, 

Jaf I’ll do it. 

Pier, Remember. 

Pi4^, Come, now I’m ready. 

, {He and Jaf* ascend the scaffold, r.h.) 
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Captain, you should be a gentleman of honour ; 

Keep off the rabble, that I may have room 
To entertain my fate, and die with decency. 

Come. {Takes off his gown^ executioner prepares 
to hind him.) 

Yoii'Jl think on’t. (To Jaf.) 

Jaf. ’Twon’t grow stale before to-morrow. 

Pier. Now, Jaffier ! now I’m going. Now — 

(Executioner having bound him.) 
Jaf. Have at thee. 

Thou honest heart, then — here — (Stabs him.) 

And this is well too. (Stabs himself.) 

Pier. Now thou hast indeed been faithful. 

This was done nobly — VVe have deceiv’d the senate. 
Jaf. Bravely. 

Pier. Ha, ha, ha — oh I oh ! (Dies.) 

Jaf. Now, ye curs’d rulers. 

Thus of the bloorl y’ave shed, I make libation. 

And sprinkle it mingling. May it rest upon you. 

And all your race. Be lien^^’cforth peace a stranger 
Within your walls ; let plagues and famine waste 
Your generation — Oh, poor Belvidera ! 

Sir, 1 have a wife, bear this in safely to her, 

A token that wiili my dying breath I hless’d her, 

And the dear little infant left behind me. 

I’m sick — I’m quiet (Dies. — Scene shuts upon them.) 

SCENE IV. — Jn Apartment at Priuli^ s. 

Soft Music. — Enter Belvidkra, distracted^ Pniur.i, 
and Servants^ h.h. 

Pri. (l.ji.) Strengthen her heart with patience, 
pitying heav’n 1 

Bel. (In centre.) Come, come, come, come, come, 
nay, come to bed, 

Pr’ythee, my love. The winds ! hark how they whistle : 
And the rain beats : Oh 1 how the weather shrinks me ! 
You are angry now, who cares ? Pish ! no indeed. 
Choose then ; I say you shall not go, you shall not ; 
Wliip your ill nature ; get you gone then. Oh I 
Are you return’d ? See, father, here he’s come again : 
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Am 1 to blame to love him ? Oh> thou dear one ! 
Why do you fly me ? Are you angry still then ? 
Jaffier, where art thou ? Father, why do you thus ? 
Stand off, don’t hide him from me. He’s here some - 
where. 

Stand off, I say : What gone ? Remember’t, tyrant : 

I may revenge myself for this trick, one day. 

Knter Offickr, l.h. 

Pri> News ; what news ? {Off. tvhispers PriulL) 
Off. Most sad, sir ; 

Jafiier, upon the scaffold, to prevent 
A shameful death, stabb’d Pierre, and next himself ; 
Both fell together. 

Pri. Daughter ! 

Bel. Ha 1 look there ! 

My husband bloody, and his friend too I Murder ! 

Who has done this ? Speak to me, thou sad vision ; 

On these poor trembling knees 1 beg it. Vanish’d — 
Here they went down — Oh, Til dig, dig, the den up ! 
You sha’n’t delude me thus. Hoa, Jafiier, Jailier, 
Peep up, and give me but a look. I have him ! 

I’Ve got him, father : Oh ! 

My love ; ray dear ! my blessing ! help me ! help me ! 
They have hold on me, and drag me to the bottom. 

Nay — now they pull so hard — farewell. (Dies.) 

{The Curtain falls to slow music.) 

Disposition of the Characters when the Curtain falls. 
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ongiDallty as Congreve, he has more taste, propriety, and character, 
and has produced one comedy, which in its kind is unexceptionable. 

The last species is the sentimental, which is all tears, lamentations, 

^ and virtue; with Cumberland it is innocent, for it only draws fictitious 
* portrputs of more virtue than this virtudus world affords ; with Kotze* 
i'.bue, it is disgusting, for it decks out vice in the robes of innocence, 
and is always calling on our pity, where pity ought most to be with* 

„ held. He is the very knight-errant and champion of iniquity and pros* 
titutlon ; his great delight is to whine and moralize over what he is 
" pleased to consider as fallen innocence, and all this in language below 
^ contempt; througluiit the whole of his dramatic works, which as near 
as we can recollect, form twenty-five volumes, 12mo isot including 
his almanac of farces, there is not one line worthy to be remembered. 

The “ Wonder,'* we are hidined to rank in the second class ; if it 
have any humour, it is that of Aadt/, not of natures but we are not 
much disposed to allow even this, and rather attribute its effect to far- 
cical incidents, than to any power in the language or the characters. 
It is, in fact, a novel dramatized, full of improbability, but there is bo 
much unceasing bustle in the plot, the incidents follow each other so 
.^•rapidly, and the situations are so laughable, that it always pleases. Its 
motion is so quick, that the spectator has no time to discover its dc- 
fec\s, and we luve not the least hesitation in saying, that a comedy 
might have more humour and more character, without giving half so 
much satisfaction to the general mind. 

The language of this piece is neither very brilliant nor very elegant, 
but it flows ** trippingly on the tongue,*' and never oflfitnds by any gross 
improprieties; it is moreover arch, lively, and seldom loaded with su- 
perfluities. The dialect of is a etifange medley ; it is neither 
Scotch nor English, but it alvmys passes muster well enough on the 
^ stage, for it sounds strange to an English ear, and as the audience 
know 41 Is not their own language, they ares^ways good-natured 
enough to believe it Scotch ; besides, it has the merit of being per-' 
I fe^jrin^Uigihle, which certainly would not be the case with the genu- 
^ S^tch dialect. 

The Jealousy of Don Feiia is not very powerfully drawn, and is, we 
if believe, of Italian origin ; in reading, it ioatnictsvery little, but as the 
V situation is striking, it becomes very laughable on the stage, when in 
; " tflif hands of a good actor: there is much more comedy in the parts of 



t^lora and Z^ssardo, yet even they are not the creatures of any extra- 
ofdinary talent. 

Upon the whole, Mrs. Centlivre wrote but for the day; and time, 

which has crumbled into dust more solid and better erected monuments, 

• » , 
must inevitably destroy her sliffht and perishable fabrics. 

Mrs. Susanna Centlivre, the authoress of this comedy, was the ' 
daughter of Mr. Freeman, of Holbcach, in Lincolnshire. At the time 
of the restoration, her father was compelled to fly to Ireland, and ^ 
there, about the year 1680, she was bom. She was married at sUieen 
to the son of Sir Stephen Fox j but that gen^man did not live with 
her above twelve -months. Her second husband was a Mr. Carrol, who 
had the misfortune to be killed in a duel, within about a year and a ‘ 
half after their marriage. She then l^ame a votary of the muses, 
and under the name of Carrol, she published some of her earlier pieces. 
Herfirst was the tragedy of the Perjured Husband.'* In 1706, perform- 
ing the part of Alexander the Great at Windsor, Mr. Joseph Centlivre, 
principal Cook to her Majesty, became enamoured of her ; and they 
were soon after married, and lived very happily together. She died at 
his house in Spring-gardens, Charing-cross, on the first of December, 
1723, and was buried^in the parish church of St. Mhrtin's-ln-tbe* 
Fields. ^ 

Mrs. CentUvre's productions are as foflow 

The Perjured Husband, T. — Love's Contrivance, C. — Beau's l>uel, 
C. — Stolen Heiress, C. — Gamester, 6s — ^Basset Table; C.—- Love at a 
Venture, C. — ^Platonic lLady, C. — ^Busy Body, C.-;-Man'B Bewitched, 
C. — Bicketstoff's Burying, F. — Marplot, C.— Perplexed Lovers, C. 
Wonder, X!. — Gotham Election, F. — ^Wife Well Managed, F. — Cruel 
Gift, T. — Bold Stroke for n Wife, C.-^ArUfioe, C. 
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The time this piece takes in representation is about two hours and 
forty-two minutes* The first act occupies the space of fifty seven mi- 
nutes — ^the second, sixty— the tlurd, forty-five. The half-price com- 
mences at nine o’clock. 
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PROLOGUE. 


OiJft author fears the critics of the stage, 

Who, like barbarians, spar^ nor sex nor age ; 

She trembles at those censors in the pit. 

Who think good-nature shews a want df wit : 

Such malice, oh 1 what muse can undergo it? 

To save themselres, they always damn the pdet. 

Our author flies from such a parllal jury, 

As wary lovers from the nymphs of l>rury ; 

To the few candid judges, for a smile. 

She humbly sues, to recompense her toil. 

To the bright circle of the fair, she next 
Commits her cause, with anxious doubts pert>lex’dv 
Where can she with such hopes of favour kneel. 

As to those judges, who her frailties feel ? 

A few mistakes her sea ma)*' well excuse, 

And such a pica no woman should refuse : 

If she succeeds, a woman gains applause; ' 

What female but must favour such a cause ? « 

Her faults, whate*er they are, e'en pass them by. 

And only on her beauties fix yoW eye. 

In plays, like vessels floating on the sea. 

There's none so wise to know their destiny. 

In this, howe'er, the pilot's skill appears. 

While by the stars hie ebdstant Ooursc he steers ^ 
Rightly.our author does her judgment show, 

That for her safety she relies on you. 

Vour approbation, fair ones, ca]:^'t but move 
Tiiose stubborn hearts, which first you taught to love 
The men must all applaud this play of ours’. 

For who dare see with other eyes than yours ? 



EBJLOGUE. 


CuBtoni^ with all our modem laws combin’d. 

Has given such power despotic to mankind^ 

That we have only so much virtue now. 

As they are pleas’d in favour to allow. 

Thus, like meclianic work, we’re us’d with scorn,. 
And WDUhd up, — only for a present turn. 

Some are Ibr having our whole sex enslav’d, 
Affirmu^ we*ve.no sodis, and can’t be sav’d ; 

But, were, the women all of my opinion. 

We’d soon shake off this false, usurp’d dominion : 
We’d make the tyrants own, that we could prove 
As fit for other business as for love. 

Xx>rd t wbat prerogative might we obtain, 

Gould we from yielding a fsw months refrain ! 
How fimdly ’would our dangHstg lovers dote ! 
What homage would be paid to petUcoat t 
*Twould be a jest to see the change of fate ; 

How n:.ight we all of polices debate % 

Promise and swear iiHmt we ne’er meant to do. 
And, what’s stiU harder, keep our secrets too ! 

** Ay, marry 1 keep a sofiret,”^ says a be8^u> 

And sneers at some ill-natnr’d wit below ; 

But faith, if we should tell bat half we know^ 
There’s many a spruce youngs A|Bow in this p]ace» 
Would never more presume to msW bis face. 
Women are not so weak, wli^*^isr men prate,. . 

bimux have bad the fate 
mauMua’ii secrets, their estate i 
Whq^ If hfSf eSiidy fpUy had made known, 

Had tltd behind the eoach that’s now their own.. 
But here the wond’rous secret you discover : 

A lady ventures for a ftiend— a lover, 

Pfodi^ns ! For my part, I frankly own, 

I’d spcdl’d the wonder^, and the woman sfaown^ 
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THE WONDER. 


AGT I. 

SCENE l.—A Street, 

Enter Don Lopkz^ l.h. meeting FaeobriC; r.h. 

Fred. My lord, Don Lopez. 

Z/op, How d’ye, Frederic? 

Fred. At your lordship’s service. I am ghid to see 
you liK)k so well, my lord ; 1 hope Antonio’s out 
danger ? 

Lop. Quite the contrary ; his fever increases, they 
tell me; and the surgeons arc of opinion his wound is 
mortal. 

Fred. Your son, Don Felix, is safe, I hope? 

Lop. I hope so too ; bt^t they offer large rewards 
to wprehend him. 

Fred. When heard y|i^ from him? 

Lop. Not since he I forbad him writing till 

the public news gav^ liirtt'on account of Antonio’s 
health. Letters might be intercepted, and the place 
of his abode discovered however, if Antonio dies, 
Felix shall for England. You have been th^e; what 
sortpf people arc the English ? 

My lord, the En^ish arc, by nature, what the 
a^ent Romans were by discipline ; courUgeous^ bold, 
•Mar<^, and in love withlib^ty. Liberty is the idol of 
the English, under w hose banner all the nation enlists ; 
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give but the Avord for liberty, and straight more armed 
legions would appear, than France ana Philip keep in 
constant pay. 

Lop* I like their principles. Who does not wish fbi 
fieedom in all degrees of liii^? though common pru- 
dence sometimes makes us act against it, as 1 am now 
obliged to do ; for 1 intend to marry my daughter to 
Don Guzman, whom I expect from Holland everj 
day, whither he went to take possessio»«Nif a large es- 
tate left him by his uncle. 

Fred. You will not, surely, saci i/ice the lovely Isji- 
bella to ag(^ avarice, and a fi^l ? Pardon the expres- 
sion, my lord, but my concern for your beauteous 
daughter transports me beyond that good manners 
which 1 ought to pay to your lordship’s presence*. 

Lop. I can’t deny the justness of the character, 
Frederic ; but jou are not insensible what 1 have suf- 
fered by these wars; and he has two things which 
render him verv agreeable to me as a son-in-law-— he 
is rich, and- well-born ; as for his bt^ing a fool, I don’t 
conceive how that can be any blot in a husband who 
is already possessed of a gcnid estate. A poor fool 
indeed, is a very scandalous thing ; and so are youi 
poor wits, in my opinion, who have nothing to be vain 
of but the inside of their skulls. Now, tor Don Gii/.- 
man, I know I can rule him as I think fit : this is act- 
ing the poli^^rt, Frederic, without which it is im- 
possible up the port of this life. 

Fred^ consideration for )our 

daughtei^iwmmre, uiy lord ? 

Lop. Is a husband of twenty thousand crowns a 
year no consideration ? Now 1 think it a very good 
consideration. 

Fred. One way, my lord. But what will the world 
say of such a match ? 

Lop. Sir, 1 value not the world a button. 'i 

Fred. 1 caiiiiot think your daughter can lia\c a^v 
inclination ibr such a husband. \ 

Lop. There, I believe, you are pretty much in the 
right ; though it is a secret w hich 1 never had the 
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curi^tty to inquire into, nor^ I believe, ever shall. — 
bicfination, quotha ! Parents vWould have a fine time 
on’t, if they consulted their children’s inclinations ! 
No, no, sir; it is not a father’s business to follow his ‘ 
cliildreti's inclinations till he makes himself a beggar, 

Fred. But this is of another nature, my lord. 

L*op. Lookye, sir, 1 resolve she shall many Don 
Guzman, the moment he arri\es (Crosses to a.h.) 
— though I could not govern my son, 1 will my , 
daughter, I assure you. 

Fred. This match, my lord, is more preposterous . 
than that which you proposed to your son, from 
whence arose this fatal quarrel. — Don Antonio’s sister, 
Elvira, wanted beauty only; but Guzman every thing 
but — 

Lop. Money, and that will purchase every thing ; 
and so adieu. \_ExUy r.h. 

Fred. Monstrous ! These are the resolutions which 
destroy the comforts of matrimony — he is rich and 
well-born, powerful arguments indeed ! Could 1 but 
add them to the friendship of Don Felix, what migM I 
not hope ? B.it a iiierehant and a grandee of Portu^l, 
are inconsistent names — 

Lissardo, l.h. in a riding-habit. 

Jjissardo ! From whence came you ? 

Lis. That letter will inform you, sir. 

Fred. I hope your niipi&ter’s safe ? 

Lis I lefl him so ; 1 have another to deliver which 
requires haste. Your juost humble servant, sir. . 

{Bowing — Crosses to r.h.) 

Fred. To V iolante, I suppose ? 

Us. The same. \ EMt. a.h. 

Fred. (Reads.) Dear Frederic— the two chief 
biasings of this life, are a friend and a mistress/ 
prbe debarred the sight of those is not to live. I 
(hear nothing of AnionU^' deaths and therefore re- 
solve to venture to th^ Allure this evenings impatient 
to see Fiolantey and embrace my frienA. Youi^s^ . 

* Felix. 



( 14 THB WDKl>£li^ 

Pmy beaven, he comes ujEidiscovered. — Ha ! Colonel 
jBriton. V 


tK 

J&nfer Cot^onisuBiiiton, t/i a riding-‘habUt R-u. 

l ' * 

J CqL B, Frederic, I rejoice to see thee. 

JFted. What brought you to Lisbon, colonel ? 

CoL B. La fortune de la guerre, as the French say : 
i 1 havecom^manded these three last years in Spain, but 
l^my country has thought fit to strike up a peace, and 
i^^ve us good protestants leave to hope ft^r Chrislian 
; so I r«5solved to take Lisbon in my way home. 

‘ Fredn If you are not provided of a lodging, colonel, 
pray comnmiid ray house while you stay. 

' Co/. JB. If 1 were sure I should not be trouhlesonie, 
1 would accept your olier, Frederic. 

Fred, So far from trouble, colonel, I shall take it 
1 m a particular favour. W hat have we here ? 

CoLB* My footman. This is our country dresj^ 

r m must know ; which, for the honour of Scotland, 
make all ray servants wear. 


Fnter Gibby^ in a Ili^hland^dressy Ji.ii. 

Gibby, What mim 1 de with the horses* and like 
yer honour ? They will tak cold gin they stand in the 
causeway. 

Fred. Oh, I’ll take care dF them. What, hoii! 
Vasqiiez ! f!v , 

Enter V As^tr juls, a. h . 

Put those horses, which thai>llanest fellow^ will show 
yott, into my stable, do you hear, and feed them well. 

Fas, Yes, sir. — Sir, by my master’s orders, I am, 
sir, most obsequious, humble servant. Be plea&ed 
to lead the way. 

QiiAjf, fSbleed^ gRRCT and I sail follow ' 

ye ; Isete hungry to dr compliments.' 

,, \_Emt with Vasquety r.u. 
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Frjcrf. Ha, ha! a comical ftllow. — Well, how do 
you like our country, colonel ? 

Col. B. Why, faith, Fredertc, a man might |>ass his 
time agreeably enough withiiiside of a nunnery I ;but 
to Behold such troops of soft, plump, tender, meltiDfg, 
wishing, nay, willing girls, ‘t(x>, through a datnnM 
grate, gives us Britons strong temptations to plunder^, * 
Ah, Frederic, your priests arc wicked rogues ; they 
immure beauty for their own proper use, and show il * 
only to the laity to create desires, and inflame accounts, 
that they may purchase pardons at a dearet rate. 

Fred. I own wenching is sometbitig more difficult 
here than in England, where women’s liberties are 
subservient to their inclinations, and husbands seem of 
no effect, but to take care of the children which their 
wives provwlc. 

CoL B. And does restraint get the better of inclina* 
tion with your women here? No, 1*11 be sworn not, 
even in fourscore. Don’t I know the constitution of 
the Spanish ladies ? 

Fred. And of all the ladies where you? come, co- 
lonel ; you were ever a man of gallantry. 

Col. B. Ah, Frederic, the kirk half starves us 
Scotchmen. We are kept so sharp at home, that we 
feed like cannibals abroad. Harkye, hast thou never 
u pretty acquaintance now, that thou woiildst consign 
over to a friend for half an hour, ha ? 

Fred. Faith, colon^ I am the worst pimp in 
Cbrislcndoin ; you hadf better trust to your own luck; 
the women will soon find you out, 1 warrant you. 

Col. B. Ay, but ii is dai]gerous foraging in an 
enemy’s country; and since I have some hopes of 
seeing my own again, I had rather purchase my plea- 
sure, than run the hazard of a stiletto in my guts. 
Wilt thou rccomtnend me to a w'ife, then; one that is 
wiUlng to exchange lier moidorcs for English liberty ; 
ha^ friend ? 

/ Fred. She must be very handsome, I suppose I 

Col. B. The handsomer the better — -but be sure she 
hasa ^ 
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iv Fred. Ay, and some gold* 

JB* Oh, very much gold ; 1 shall never be able 
iosivallow the matrimomal pill, if it be not well g^ilded. 

Fred^ Pho, beauty will make it slide down nimbly. 

; ' B. At first, perhaps*, it may ; but the second or 

; third dose will choke me. — 1 confess, Frederic, women 
the prettiest plaything in nature ; but gold, sub- 
' stantial gold, gives ’em the air, the mien, the shape, 
the grace, and beauty of a goddess. 

^ed. And has not gold the same divinity in their 
eyes, colonel ? 

CoL B. Too often — 

; None marry now for love ; no, that’s a je§t : 

.^The self-same bargain serves for -wife and beast. 

Fred. You are always gay, colonel. Come, shall we 
take a refreshing glass at my house, and consider what 
has been said ? 

Col. B* 1 have two or three compliments to dis- 
charge for some friends, and then 1 shall wait on you 
with pleasure. Where do you live ? 

Fred. At yon comer house with the green rails. 

Col. B. In the close of the evenii^g 1 will endea- 
vour to kiss vour hand. Adieu. 

Fredm 1 shall expect you with impatience. 

\_Exeunt Cohnel^ and Frederic^ ii.ii. 

t* ' ,, 

SCENE 11 . — A Jtooiii in Don Lopezes house. 
Enter Isabella IdtS, her Maid. 


/Ei^For goodness’ sake, madam, where are you 

.|||HH|liy where, to avoid t^trimony ; the thought 
of i^mRmhd is terrible to me. 

Inis. Ay, of an old husband ; but if you may choose 
for yourself, 1 fancy matrimony would be no s\^ich 
^ thing to you. 

You are pretty much in the right, Inis ; but to 
be jfbreed into the arms of an idiot, who has neither 
persi^ to ptease the sense to charm the ear, nor 
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^nefosity to supply those defects. Ah, Inis, what 
pleasant lives women lead in England, where duty 
wears no fetter but inclination. The custom of our 
country enslaves us from our very cradles — first to oar 
parents, next to our husbands ; and when heaven is so 
kind to rid us of both these, our brothers still usurp, 
authority, and expect a blind obedience from us : so v 
that, maids, wives, or widows, we arc tittle better than 
slaves to the tyrant men ; thcrelbre^ to avoid their 
power, 1 resolve to cast myself into a monastery. 

Inis, That is, you’ll cut your own throat, to avoid 
another’s doing it for you. Ah, madam, those eyes 
tell me you have no nun’s flesh about you ! A monas* 
tery, quotha ! where you'll wish yourself into the 
green-sickness in a month. 

Isa, What care 1 ; there will be no mao to plague 
me. 

Inis, No, nor, what’s much worse, to please you 
ijeUher.«-^dslife, madam, you are the first woman 
that ever despaired in a Christian country I 'Were I 
in your place — — 

Isa, W hy, what would your wisdom do if you were ? 

Inis, I'd'erabark with the first &ir wind with all 
my jewels, and seek my fortune on t’other side Iho 
water ; no shore can treat you Wprsm than your own ; 
there’s never a father in Christeis^om should make me 
marry any man against my wilU 

Isa, 1 am too great a.cbwafd to follow your advice ; 

1 must contrive some avoid Don Guzman, and ** 

yet stay in my own c^iiiry* 

Enter OoeXofez, l.h. 

Lop^ Must you so, mistress ; but I shall take care 
to prevent you. — (Aside,)^lsnbe\lA, whither al'e you 
going, my child ? 

Isa, To church, sir. 

/Inis, The old rogue has certainly overheard her, — 

, (Aside.) 

Your devotion must needs be vei^ strong, or 
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yoar memory very weak, ray dear ; why, vesj^rs are 
over for this nigni. Come, come, you shall have*ti 
.better errand to church, than to say your prayers 
thei^i Don Guzman is arrived in the river, and I 
expect him ashore to-morrow. 

Ha ! to-morrow ! . « n j 

JL(fp, He writes me word, that his estate in HoUnna 
is worth twelve* thousand crowns a year ; which, to- 
gether with what he had before, will make thee the 


happiest wife in Lisbon. 

Jm. And the most unhappy woman in the world. — 
Oh, sir, if I have any power in your heart, if the ten- 
derness of a father be not quite extinct, hear me with 


^ZfOp* No objection against the marriage, and I will 
hear whatsbever thou hast to say. t ^ i a 

That's torturing me on the rack,_ and forbid- 
ding nte to groan i upon niy knees 1 claim the privi- 
lege of flesh and blood. ^ 

Lopi I grant It — thou shalt have an arm full of 
flesh and blood to-morrow. Flesh and blood, quotha ! 
heaven forbid should deny thee flesh and blood, my 
girii 

Ink, Here^s an old dog for you ! (Aside,) 

Isa. Do not sir; the fatal stroke which 

separates soul and is not more terrible to the 

thoughts of sinners, thfei4l»B nnme of Guzman to my 


ear. 

f Xop; Pub, puh ; you Iie| yb& lie ! 

Isa, My frighted heart Beats hard against my 
breast, as if it sought a ppsage to your feet, to beg 
you’d change your piirpO^* ‘ 

Lop. A very pretty speeoh this ; if it were turned 
into blank iferse^ it would serve for a tragedy. Why, 
thou Wpst more wit than 1 thought thou hadst, child. 
I fancy this was all extempore ; I don’t believe thou 
dildst ever think one word on't before. 

I^ Yes, but she has, my lord ; for I have heais^ 
her say same things a thousand times. 

Lop. Hokr; how I W^t, do you top your secoiid- 
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hand jests upon your father, hussy, who knows better 
what’s good for you than you do yourself ? Remember, 
’tis your duty to obey. 

Isa, (Rises,) I never disobey’d before, and wish I 
had hot reason now ; but nature has got the better of 
my duty, and makes me loathe the harsh commands 
you lay. " ^ 

Z/op. Ha, ha ! very fine ! Ha, ha ! * 

Isa, Death itself would be welcome ! 

I^op, Are you sure of that ? 

Isa. 1 am your daughter, my lord, and can boast 
as strong a resolution as yourself; I’ll die before I’ll 
marry Guzman ! 

Z/op. Say you so ? I’ll try that presently. — (' Dram.) 
— Here, let me see with what dexterity you can breathe 
a vein now. — (Offers her his sword,)^Tbe poitU is 
pretty sharp ; ’twill do your business, I warrant you. 

Inis. Bless me, sir, what do you mean io a 
sword into the hands of a des^rate woman I 
Lop. Desperate I ha, ha, lia ! you see how despe* 
rate she is. What, art thou firighted, liRle Bell ? ha ! 
Isa. 1 confess I am startled at your : f|K>talS, sir. 
lA)p. Ay, ay, child, thou hadst better take the man^ 
— he’ll hurt thee tlie least of the Iwov 

Isa. I shall take neither, sir ; death has many dooi^, 
and when 1 can live no longer it|th pleasure, 1 shall 
find one to let him in at wi^ut^rir aid* 

Lop. Say’st thou so, my demr; Bell ? Ods, I’m afraid . 
thou art a little lunatio» Bejii. 1 must take care of 
thee, child. — ( Takes hM inf Aer, and pulls a key out 
of his pocket.) — [ shall muko bold to secure thee, my 
dear. I’ll see i f locks and hit^ can keep thee till Guz- 
man comes- Go, get ittd^ your chamber. 

(Pushes her t/i, and locks 
There Til your boasted resolutbn try — 

And see who’ll get the better, you or I. 

[^Eseeunt^ r.h. 


BNO OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 


SCENE I . — A Koom in Don Pedr6*s House, 

Enter Violaste, reading a letter^ and Flora /o/- 
lowtng^ R.ii. 

Flora. What, must that letter be read again ? 

F*o. Yes, and again, and again, and again, athou- 
• a letter from a iaithtul lover can 


sand times again ; ^ .a 

never be read too often : it speaks such kind, such soft, 
such tender things — ^Kisses it.) 

Flora, But always the same language. 

Fid. It does not charm the less for that. 

FTordn In my opinion, nothing charms that does not 
change ; and any composition of the four-and-twenty . 
letters, after the first essay, from, the same hand, must 
be dull, except a bank note, or a bill of exchange. 

Ffo. Tby^ste i|s my aversion.— (JZeorfs.) — My all 
that's eharv^ngysince life's not Hfcj exiled from thee^ 
this night shw bring me to thy arms. Frederic and 
thee are aU I trust., These six weeks' absence have 
beeUi m hve's accei^^^ iix hundred years. When it 
is dark, expect the f^t^ signal at thy wMow ; till 
^when^ adieu. Thme^nmte man his own, Felix. 

Flora. Who would not lleve said as much to a 
Indy of her beauty, and twenty thousand pounds ?— 
-Were 1 a man, methinks, I could nave said 
ler things. 

t would you have said ? 

.ffould have -compared your eyes to the 
leeih to ivory, your lips to coral, your neck 
j|r, your shape to — 

Vmore pf your bombast; truth is the best 
i a lover. What proof remains ungivei: of 
'^hen his fether threatened to disinherit him, 
Don Antonio’s sister, from whence sprung 
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this unhappy quarrel, did it shake his love for me ? — 
And now, though strict inquiry runs through every 
place, with large rewards to apprehend him, does be 
not venture all for me ? 

Flora. But you know, madam, your father, Don 
Pedro, designs you for a nun — to he sure, you look 
very like a nun — and says, your grandfather left you 
your fortune upon that condition. 

Vio, Not without my approbation,* girl, when I 
come to onc-arid-twenty, as 1 am informed. But, 
however, 1 shall run the risk of that. Go, call in 
Lissardo. 

Flora. Yes, madam. Now, for a thousand verbal 
questions. [^Aside^ and Exit, Xj.n d. 


Re-enter Flora, u'i/A Lissardo, l.ii.d. 

Vio. Well, and how do you do, Lissardo ? 

Fis. Ah, very weary, madam — Faith, thou look’st 
v^ondrous pretty, Flora. (Apart to Flora,) 

Vio. How came you? 

Lis. En chevalier, madam, upon a hackney jade, 
which, they told me, formerly belonged to an English 
colonel. But I should jiave- rather thought she had 
been bred* a good Roman Catholic allher life-time ; 
for she down’d on her knees to every stock and stone 
wc came along by. — My chops Vrater for a kiss, they 
do, Flora. (Apart to Flora.) 

Flora, You’d make One believe you are wondrous 
fond now. (Apart to Lissardo.) 

Vio. WlicTe did you leave your master? 

Lis. Odd, if 1 had you alone, housewife. I’d show 
you how fond 1 could be I (Apart to Flora.) 

Vio. Where did you leave your master ? 

Lis. At a little farm-house, madam, about five miles 
off! He’ll be at Don Frederic’s in the evening— Odd, 
T will so revenge myself of those lips of thine. 

(Apart to Ftora.) 

Vio. Is he in health ? 
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Flora. O, you conOterfeit wondirous well. 

{Apart to LtissardoO 

Lis. No, every body knows I counterfeit very ill. 

{Apart to Flora,") 
Fto, How say you? Is Felix ill ? What*s his dis- 
teim)er?Ha! » 

ids, A pics on’t, I hate to be interrupted.— 
{Aside.) — Love, madam, love. In short, madam, I 
believe he has thought of nothing but your ladyship 
ever since he left liisbon. I am sure he could not, if 
I may judge of his heart by my own. 

{Looks lovingly upon Flora.) 
Vio. How came you so well acquainted with your 
master’s thoughts^ Lissardo ? 

Lis. By an in&llible rule, madam, words are the 
pictures of the mind, you know ; now, to prove he 
thinks of nothing but you, he talks of nothing but 
you — for example, madam : coming from shooting 
t’other day, with a brace of partridges : Lissardo,” 
said he, “ go bid the cook roast me these Violanles” 
—I flew into the kitchen, full of thoughts of thee, 
and cried, ‘^Here, cook, roast methese Florellas,” 

(7V> Flora.) 


Flora. Ha, ha 1 excellent — You mimic your mas- 
ter, then,^ it seems... ^ ( To Lissardo. ) 

Lis. I can dp ev%y thing as well as ray m'ast(*r, you 
little rogue *. — ( To Another time, madam, the 

priest came to make hiih A visit, he called out hastily, 
‘^Lissardo,” said he, bnng a Violante for my &ther 
to sit down on ” Then he'ofteu mistook my name, 
madam, and called me Violante; in short, 1 heard it 
so often, that it became as iamiliar to me aa my prayers. 

Vio. You live very merrily, then, it seems. 

Oh, exceeding merry, madam. 

{hisses Florals hand.) 

1 exceeding merry ? Had you treats and 

jM . Oli» yes, yes, madam, several. 

You are mad, Lissardo; you don’t mind 
lady- says to yoif. {Apart to Lissardo.) 
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Vio. Ha ! balls ? |s he so merry in my absence ?— 
(jiside.) — And did your master daiice^fLissardo? 

JLts, Dance, madam ! where, madam ? 

Fio, Why, at those balls you speak of, 

Zfis. Balls ! what balls, madam ? 

Vio. Why, sure you arc in lovc^ Lissardo; did not 
you say, but now, you had balls where you havebi^ ? 

Lis. Balls, madam ! what balls, madam ? — OdsUfe, 
1 ask your pardon, madam ! I — ^1 — I had mislaid some 
wash-balls of my master's t’other day ; and because I 
could not think where 1 had laid them, just when he 
asked for them, he very tairly broke iny head, madam; 
and now, it seems, 1 can think of nothing else. Alas! 
he dance, madam ! No, no, poor gentleman ; he is as 
melancholy as an unbraced drum. 

Vio. Poor Felix ! — Thcr<‘, wear that ring for your 
master’s sake ; and let him know I*^hall be ready to 
receive him, [JFori/, r.h, 

Lis. I shall, madam, — {Puts on the ring.) — Me- 
thiiiks a diamond ring is a vast addition to the little 
finger of a gentlemen. {Admires his hand.) 

Hor/i. That ring must be mine, — {Aside.)— 
Idssardo, what haste you make to pay off arrears now. 
Look how the fellow stands ! 

Lis, ’Egad, methinks 1 have a very pretty hand — 
and very white- -and the shape !— Faith, I never 
minded it so much beibre ! In my Opinion, it is a very 
fine-shaped hand, and becomes a diamond ring as well 
as the first grandee’s in Portugal. 

Flora. The man’s transparted ! Is this your love ? 
this your impatience? 

Lis. {Takes snuffs) ]!^ow, in my mind, I take snuff 
with a very janl<‘e air,-— Well, 1 am persuaded I want 
— {Crosses to — rnpi^ing but a coach and a title 

to make me a very fine gentleman. {Crosses to n.H.) 

Flora, Sweet Mr. Lissardo, — {Curtsey sy-r-if I may 
presume to speak to you, without affronting your little 
finger^ — 

Lis. Odso, madam, 1 your pardon, lait tome 
or to the ring, you direct youi* discqsui:se^ madam ? 
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iv Plora> Madam, good lack! Hbw much a diamond 
ring improves one ! 

^ ; Lis, Why, though I say it — I can carry myself as 
'ttrell as any body. But what wert thou going to say, 
tjhild ? 

' Flora. Why, I was going to ss\y — that I fancy you 
had best let me keep that ring ; it will bea very pretty 
wedding ring, Lissardo ; would it not ? 

iLw. Humph'!— ah ! — but — but — but — I believe I 
sha’n’t marry yet awhile. 

Flora. You sha’n’t, you say? — Very w^ell ! — 1 sup- 
pose yon design that ring for Inis? 

Fis. No, no ; I never bribe an old acquaintance. 
Perhaps I might let it sparkle in the eyes of a stranger 
a Kttle, till we come to a right understanding; but 
then, like all other mortal things, it would return from 
whence it came. 

Florae Insolent ! Is that your manner of dealing ? 

Lfis* With all but thee*— Kiss me, you little rogue 
you. {Hugs her.} 

Flora. Little rogue ! Pr’ythee, fellow^, don’t be so 
familiar; — {Pushes him away.) — ^if I may’nt keep 
your ring, I can keep my kisses. 

Itis. You can. you say ? Spoke with the air of a 
chambermaid. 

Flora. Replied with the spirit of a servii^-man. 

lAs. Pr’ythee, Flora, don^t let you and I fall out; 

I am in a merry humour^ and shall certainly fall in 
somewhere. 

Flora. What care I where you fall in. 

Re-enter Violantb, r.h. 

Via. Why do you keep Lissardo so long, Flora, 
when you don’t know bow soon my father may awake ? 
His afteraimn naps are never long. 

Flora. JHad Don Felix been with her, she would 
not teye thought the time long. These ladies consider 
nobody wants but thair own. {Aside.) 

Via. go, let bim^out. 
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Flora. Yes, madam. 

Lh\ 1 fly, madam. 

\_Exeunt Ithsardjo and Flora^ t».H. 

Via, The day draws in, and night,'lhe lover’s friend, 
advances night, more welcome than the sun to me, ^ 
because it brings my love ! 

Flora. {Within^ r..H.) Ah, thieves, thieves ! — ^mur- 
der, murder! • 

Vio. (Shrieks.) Ah ! defend me, heaven ! what do 
I hear? Felix is certainly pursued, and will be taken. 

JRe^enier FijOra, 

How now ! Why dost stare so ? Answer me quickly ; 
what’s the matter ? 

Flora. Oh, madam ! as I was letting out Lissardo, 
a gentleman rushed between him and 1, struck down 
my candle, and is bringing a dead person in his arms 
into our house. 

Vio. Ha ! a dead person ! heaven grant it does not 
prove my Felix ! 

Flora. Here they are, madam. 

Vio. I’ll retire, till you discover the meaning of this 
accident. - [^Exit, r.h. 

Enter Colonel Briton, l.h. with Isabella in his 

armsy whom he sets down in a chair ^ and addresses 

himsel f to Flora. 

CoL B. Madam, the necessity this lady was under 
of being conveyed into some house with speed and se- 
crecy will, I hope, excuse any indecency I might be 
guilty of, ill pressing so rudely into this, I am an en- 
tire stranger to her name and circumstances — would 
I were so to her beauty too! — (Aside.) I commit her, 
madam, to your care, and fly to make her retreat se- 
cure. If the street be clear, mrmit me to-return, and 
learn, from her own mouth if 1 can be further service- 
able. Pray, madam, what is the lady of this house 
called ? * 
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Flora. Violaiite, seignior. 

CoL JB, Arc you she, madam ? 

Flora. Only her woman, seignior. 

Col, B. Your humble servant, mistress. Pray be 
carctul of the lady. ^ " 

]^Gives her two moidores^ and Exit, l.h. 

Flora, Two moidores! Well, he is a generous fel- 
low i This is the only way to make one careful. 

Re-enter Vioi.ante, n.ii. 

Vio, Was you distracted, Flora, to tell my name 
to a man you never saw ? Unthinking wench ! Who 
knows what this may turn to? — What, is the lady 
dead ! — Ah ! defend me heaven ! ’tis Isabella, sister to 
my Felix ! What has befiillen her ? Pray heaven he’s 
safe ! — Run and fetch some cold water. — Stay, stay, 
Flora — Isabella, friend, speak tome — oh, speak to me, 
or I shall die with apprehension ! 

Isa, Oh, hold, my dearest father, do not force me ; , 
indeed, I cannot love him ! 

Vio, How wild she talks ! 

Isa, Ha ! — Where am I ? 

Vio, With one as sensible of thy pain as thou thy- 
self can’at be. 

Isa, Violante! — What kind star preserved and 
lodged me here ? 

Flora, It was a terrestrial star called a man, madam ; 
pray Jupiter he proves a lucky one. 

Isa, Oh, I remember now ! Forgive me, dear Vio- 
lante ; my thoughts ran so much upon the danger 1 
escaped, I foi^ot. 

Vio, May 1 not know your story ? 

Isa, Thou art no stranger to one part of it. 1 have 
often told thee that my father designed to sacrifice me 
to Don Gusman, who, it seems, is just returned from 
Holland, and expected ashore to-morrow^, the day 
that he has set to celebrate our nuptials. Upon my re- 
fusing to obey him, he locked me into my chamber, 
vowing to keep me there till he arrived, and force me 
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to consent. I know my father to be positive, never to 
be won from his design ; and having no hope left me 
to escape the marriage, 1 leaped from the window into 
the street. 

PSo. YouTiave not hurt yourself, I hope. 

Isa. No; a gentleman .passing by, by accident, 
caught me in his arms : at first, my fright made me 
apprehend it was my father, till he assured me to the 
contrary. 

Flora, He is a very fine gentleman, I promise you, 
madam ; and a welhbred man, I warrant him. 1 think 
1 never saw a grandee put his hand into his pocket 
with a better air in ray whole life-time ; then he 
opened his purse with such a grace, that nothing but 
his manner of presenting me with the gold could equal. 

Vio. There is but one common road to the heart of 
a servant, and His impossible for a generous person to 
mistake it. — Go, leave us, Flora.— [JEoriY Flora^ n.H. 
But how came you hither, Isabella ? 

Isa. I know not ; I desired the stranger to convey 
me to the next monastry ; but ere I reached the door, 
1 saw^ or fancied that 1 saw, Lissardo, my brother’s 
man ; and the thought that his master might not be far 
off, flung me into a swoon, which is all that I can re- 
member. — Ha ! what’s here {Takes up a Letter. ^ 
For Colonel Briton, To he left at the post-house in 
Lisbon , — This must be dropped by the stranger who 
brought me hither, 

Vio, Thou art fallen into the hands of a soldier ; 
take care he does not lay thee under , contribution, 

Isa, I find he is a gentleman; and if he is but un- 
married, I could be content to follow him all the world 
over. — But I shall never see him more, I fear. 

{Sighs aud pauses.) 

Vio. What makes you sigh, Isabella ? 

Isa. The fear of failing into my father’s clutches 
again. 

Vio. Can I be serviceable to ^ou ? 

Isa. Yes, if you conceal me two or thfce days. 

B g . . 



S>8 THE WONDER. 

Pio. You command my house and secrecy • 

Isa. I thank you, Violante* I wish you would 
oblige me with Mrs. Flora awhile. 

^ Vio. 1 ’ll send her to you. — I must watch if dad be 
still asleep, or here will be no room for Felix. , 

\_Exit^ u.H. 

Isa. Well, I don’t know what ails me; methinks, 
1 wish I could find this stranger out. 

Re-enter Flora, n.ir. 

Flora. Does your ladyship want me, madam ? 

Isa. Ay, Mrs. Flora ; I resolve to make you my 
confidant. 

Flora. 1 shall endeavour to discharge my duty, ma- 
dam. 

Isa. I doubt it not ; and desire you to accept this 
as a token of my gratitude. 

Flora. O, dear signora, I should have been your 
humble servant without a fee. 

Isa. I believe it. But to the purpose — do you think 
if you saw the gentleman who brought me hither, 
you should know him again ? 

Flora. From a thousand, madam : I have an excel- 
lent memory where a handsome man is concerned. — 
When he went away, he said he would return again 
immediately. 1 admire he comes not. 



Isa. Not in this house— you must veil and follow 
him — he must not know it comes from me. 

Flora, What, do you take me for a novice in love 
affairs? Though I have not practised the art since I 
have been in Donna Violante’s service, yet 1 have not 
lost the theory of a chambermaid. — Do you write the 
letter, and leave the rest to me — here, here ; here’s pen, 
ink;and raper. 

tsa^ 111 dp it in a minute. {Sits down to write.) 
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Flora. So! this is a business after my own heart: 
love always takes care to reward his labourers, and 
Cxreat Britain seems to be his favourite country — Ob, 
I Ions to see the other two moidores with a British 
aiiv Methiiiks there’s a grace peculiar to that nation, 
in making a present. 

Isa. So, 1 have done — now if he does but find this 
house again — . 

Flora. If he should not, I warrant I’ll find him, if 
he’s in Lisbon ; for I have a strong possession that he 
has two more moidores, as good as ever were told. 

{Puts the letter into her bosom.) 

Re-enter^ Vioj^ante, ii.ii. 

Vio. Flora, watch my papa ; he’s tiist asleep in his 
study : if you find him stir, give me notice. — {Felix 
taps at the window^ l.h.) — Hark, I hear Felix at the 
window ; admit him instantly, and then to your post. 

\^ExU Flora^ l.h* 

Isa. What say yon, Violante — is my brother come ? 

Vio. It is his signal at the window. 

Isa. {Kneels.) Oh, Violantel I conjure thee, by all 
the love thou bear’st to FeUx, by thy own generous- 
nature, — nay more, by that "unspotted virtue thou art 
mistress of, do not discover to my brother I am here ! 

Vio. Contrary to your desire, be assured, 1 never 
shall. But w here’s the danger ? 

Isa. Art thou Ixirn in Lisbon, and ask that question ? 
He’ll think his honour blemished by my disobedience, 
and would restore me to my father, or kill me : there- 
fore, dear, dear girl — 

Vio. Depend upon ray friendship ; — nollung shall 
draw the secret from these lips ; not even Felixi moiigb 
at the hazard of his love, i hear him coming ; retire 
into that closet.- 

Isa. Remember, Violantc, upon thy promise my 
very life depends. [Exity 

Vio. When I betray thee, may 1 share thy fate ! 

B 3 
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Enter Fklix, l.h.d 

My Felix ! my ererkstiiig love ! {Runs into his arms.) 

FeL My life I niysoul! — Violante! 

Vio, What hazards dost thourun forme ? Oh, how 
shall 1 requite thee ? 

FeL If, during this tedious, painful exile, thy 
thoughts have never wandered from thy Felix, thou 
hast made me more than satisfaction. 

Vio. Can there be room within this heart for any but 
thyself? No; if the god of love were lost to all the 
rest of humankind, thy image would secure him in my 
breast : I am all truth, all love, all faith, and know no 
jealous ti^ars. 

FeL My hearths the proper sphere where love re- 
sides: could he quit that, he would be no where 
found ; and yet, V iolante, I’m in doubt. 

Vio. Did 1 ever give thee cause to doubt, my Felix ? 

FeL True-love has many fears, and fears as many 
eyes as fame ; yet sure I think they see no feult in thee. 
{Colonel Briton taps at the window^ l.h.) — W hat’s 
that? {Taps again.) 

Vio. What? I hear nothing. {Again/) 

FeL Ha ! What means this signal at your window ? 

Fio. Somewhat, perhaps, in passing by, might ac- 
ciclentally bit it ; it can he nothing else. 

CoLB. {Within.) Hist! hist I — Donna Violante! 
Donna Violante I 

FeL They use your name by accident, too, do they, 
madam ? {Crosses to R.Hi) 

Re-enUtr Flora, l.h.d. 

Floreu There is a gentleman at the window, madam, 
which 1 fimey to the same who brought Isabella 
Mtherj^ ^ball I admit him ? {Adde to Violante.) 

At&iait distraction rather ! Thou art the cause 
of anthinking wretch ! {Aside*) 
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• FeL What, has Mrs Scout brought you fr^h intel- 
ligence ? Death, IMl know the bottom of this imme- 
diately ! ( Offers to go. ) 

Flora. Scout ! I scorn your words, seignior. 

' Vio. Nay, nay, nay, you must not leave me. 

{Runs and catches hold of him.) 

FeL Oh ! ’tis not fair not to answer the gentleman, 
madam. It is none of his fault that his visit proves 
unseasonable. Pray let me go ; my presence is but a 
restraint mion you- {Struggles to get from her,) 

Flora, it must be the colonel— now to deliver ray 
letter to him. 

[Aside and Exit^ i».h. The Colonel taps louder. 

F^, Hark, he grows impatient at your delay. Why 
do you hold the man whose absence would oblige you. 
Pray let me go, madam. Consider, the gentleman 
wants you at the window. — Confusion ! {Struggles,) 

Vio. It is not me he wants. 

Fel. Death j you ? Is there another of jrqur name 
ia the house ?— wt come on, c^yincc’^ rne dr the tfuth 
of what you say; open the window: if his business 
does not lie with you, yohr conversation may be heard. 
This, and only this, can take off my suspicion. What, 
do you pause ? Oh, guilt, guilt ! Have 1 caught yon ? 
Nay, then ITl leap the balcony. If I reiriember, this* 
way leads to it, •^{Breaksfrotn fcer, and goes #0 r.h.) 

Vio. Hold, hold, hold, hdd ! not for the world you 
enter there I — .Whjeh yvay shall I preserve his sister 
from his knowledge i — {Asi^e.) 

Fel, What, have I touched you ? Do you fear your 
lover’s life ? 

Via, I fijar for none but you, — For goodness’ sHthe, 
dp not spea^ so loud, iny F^elix ! If my father heats 
you, I am lost tor ever. — Felix ! Felix 1 your Curio- 
sity shall be satisfied. — {Goes to the window ; throws 
up the sash,) — Whoe’er you are, that with such inso- 
lefice dare use my name, and give t^e neighbourhood 
pretence to reflect upon ipy conduct, I charge yofl 
instantly to be gone, or eEpect the trcsitment you de- 
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CoL B. lairk pardon, madam, and will obey ; but, 
when I left this house to-niffht, — 

FeL Good. , 

Vio. You are mistaken in the house, I suppose, sir. 

Fef. No, no, he’s not mistaken ; pray, madam, let 
the j^eiitleman go on. 

Vio. Pray be gone, sir : I know of no business you 
hnrve here. 

CoL B. I wish I did not know it either — but this 
house contains my soul, then can you blame my body 
for hovering about it ? 

FeL h]xc<‘lleiit. 

Vio. 1 tell you again, you are mistaken ; however, 
foT your own satisfaction, call to-morrow. 

FeL Matchless impudence ! an assignation before 
my face ! — ^No, he shall not live to meet your wishes. 

'{Takes out a pistol and goes towards the window ; 
she catches hold of him.) 

Vio. Ah! {Shrieks.) bold, I c<^are you'! 

CoL B. To-morrow’s an age, inankm! May I not 
be admitted to-night ? 

Vio. If you be a gentleman, I command your ab- 
sence. Unfortunate, what will my stars do with me ! 

( Aside.) 

CoL B. I have done — only this — Be careful of my 
life, for it is in your keeping. £Exit from the window. 

FeL Pray observe the gentleman’s request, madgm. 

(Walks from her.) 

Vio. 1 am all confusion ! 

FeL You are all truth, all love, all faith ! — Oh, 
thou nil woman ! How have 1 been deceived ! ’Sdeath, 
C0uld you not have imposed upon me for this one 
night ? Could neither my faithful love, ifor the hazard 
I iave run to see you, make me worthy to be cheated 
on? — Oh, thou— ♦ 

! Vio* Can I bear this from you ? 

< FhL {Repeats) When 1 left this house to-night 
' JLto^pight ! — the devil ! returned so soon ! 

Vio. Oh, Isabella! what hast thou involved me in ! 

(Aside.) 
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Fel. (Jtepeats.') “ This house contains mj soul.” 
Oh, ^weet soul ! 

*Vio^ Yet I resolve to .keep the secret —{Aside,) 

FeL (Repeats.) Be careful of my life, for ’tis in 
yoU|^' keeping. ” — Damnation I How ugly she appears ! 

(Looks at her.) 

Via. Do not look so sternly on me, but believe me, 
P'elix, I have not injured you, nor ain 1 false. 

Fe/. Not false, not injured me ! — Oh, Violante, 
lost and abandoned in thy vice ! Not false !. Oh, mon- 
strous ! 

Vio. Indeed lam not- There is a cause which 1 
must not reveal — Oh, think how far honour can oblige 
your sex : then allow a woman may be bound by the 
same rule to keep a secret. 

Fei. Honour ! What hast thou to do with honour, 
thou that cansC admit plurality of lovers ? A secret 1 
ha, ha, ha! his affairs are wondrous safe, who trusts 
his secrets to a Oman’s keeping : but you need give 
yourself no troubles about clearing this point, madam, 
for you are become so indifferent to me, that your 
truth and falsehood are the same. 

Vio. My love ! * ^ 

Fel. My torment ! 

Re-enter pkoRA, l.h.o. 

Flora. So I have delivered my letter to the colonel, 
and received my fee.— Madam, your &ther bade me 
see what noise that was. — For goodness’ sake, sir, why 
do you speak so loud ? 

FeL 1 understand my cue, mistress ; my absence is 
necessary; I’ll oblige you. ^ 

(Gai/ifff Violante takes hold of him.) 

Vio. Oh, let me un&ceive you first 1 

Fel. lmtK>ssible. 

Vio. ’Tis very possible, if 1 dilrst. 

Fel. Durst ! ha, ha, ha ! durst, quotha ! 

Vio. But another time i’ll tell thee alL 

Fel. Nay, now or never. 
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Vio Now it cannot be* 

FeL Then it shall never be. — ^Thou most ungrateful 
of thy sex, farewell t 

\^Breaks from her^ and exit^ 

Fio. Oh, exquisite trial of my friendship ! Yet. not 
even this slwll draw the secret from me ; — 

That I’ll preserve, let fortune frown or smile ; 
And trust to^ love, my love to reconcile. 

lEsit, R.H. 

BND OF ACT 11* 


ACT III* 

SCENE 1.—A Sir^ 

Etiter Don Lopez, Ii.h. 

Eop. Was ever man tbus plagued !—Odsheart, I 
could swallow my d^ger for madness! — I knOw not 
what to think — sure frederic had no hand in her es- 
cape. She must ^t out of the willow; and she could 
not do that without a ladder ; and who could bring it 
her but him ? Ay^ it must be so. Thb graceless teg- 
gage — But I’ll to Frederic immediately ; I’ll take the 
al^aeil with me, and search his house ; and if 1 4ind 
her, I’ll use her — by St. Anthony, I don’t know how 
I’ll use hpr. £Ejrit, n.u. 

^ter C01.0NJBI. Briton, xeith Isabella's letter in his 
hand/ Gioby foUotoingf i..h. 

Cal. S, 'Well, though I could notsee my &irincog- 
, fiirtune, to make me amends, has flung another 
jfUe in my way. Oh, how I love these pretty^ kind, 

ling females, that won’t give a man the ttoiible of 



* racking his invention to deceive them. — ^This letter I 
received from a lady in a veil— Some duenna : som<^ 
necessary implement of Cupid. I suppose the style is 
frank and easy, I hope like her that writ iU — (Reads.) 
— SjV, I hane seen your person and like it — very con-' 
CISC — And if youHl meet me at four o' clock m tkp 
morning upon the Terriero de Passa^ half an hgur^s 
comersation will let me into your mind — Ha, ha, ha ! 
a philosophical wench ; this is thef first time J ever 
knew a woman had any business with the mind of a 
maLn—\f your intellects answer your outward appear- 
ance^ the adventure may not displease you. I ej?- 
pect youHl not attempt to see my faccy nor offer any 
thing unbecoming the gentleman 1 take you for. ^ 
Humph, the gentleman she takes me for ! 1 hope she 
takes me to be flesh and blood, and then I’m sure 1 
shall do nothing unbecoming a gentleman. Well, if 
I must not see her face, it shall go hard if I don’t 
know where aliCrlives. — Gibby ! 

Gibhy. Here, and lik ycr honour. 

Col. B. Follow me at a good distance, do you hear, 
Gibby ? 

Gibby. In troth dee I, wcel cncugh, sir. 

Col. 5. I am to meet a lady on the Terriero de I^assa. 

Gibby. ^ The deel an mine eyn gin I ken her, sir. 

Cot B. But you will when you come there, sirrah. 

Gibby. Like cneugh, sir ; I have as sharp an eyn 
tul a bonny lass as ere a tad in aw Scotland : and 
what mun I dee wi’ her, sir ? 

Col. B. Why, if she and I part, you must watch 
heir home, and bring me word where she lives. 

Gibby. In troth, sail I, sir, gin the deel tak her hot. 

Col. B. Come along, then ; ’tis pretty near the time 
—I like a woman that rises early to pursue her incli- 
nation. 

Thus we improv e the pleasures of the day, 

While tasteless mortals sleep their time away. 

\^Exeunty r.b. 
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SCENE II* — Fredericks House ^ 

Enter Inis and LiasAfiDo, i^.h. 

Your lady run away, and you know not whi* 

; '/mV-^slhie never greatly cared for me after finding 
you and I together: but you are very grave, methinks, 
^:Ussardo 

{ Jjds. {Looking on the rin^,) Notat^all — I have 
some thoughts, indeea, of altering my course of living : 
ihere is a critical minute in every man’s life, which, if 
he can but lay hold of, he may make his fortune. 

Inis. Ha! what do Isec? a diamond ring! where 
the deuce had he that ring? — {Aside^)—Y on have 
got a very pretty ring there, Lissardte^'^;^ 

lAs. Ay, the trifle is pretty enough ; but the lady 
which gave it to me is a bona roba, in beauty, I assure 
you. {Cocks his hat^ and struts.) 

Inis. I can’t bear this — ^the lady ! — [Aside .) — 
What lady, pray ? 

Lis. () fie ! There’s a q^uesiion to ask a g^ifeman. 
Inis. A gentleman ! Why the fellow’s spoiled ! Is 
this your love for me ? Ungrateful man, you’ll break 
my heart, so you will. {Bursts into tears.) 

Lis. Poor tender-hearted fool — {Aside. ) 

Inis. If I knew who gave you that ring, I’d tear her 
eyiesDlit, so 1 would. {Sobs.) 

So, now the jade wants a little coaxing. — 
(Aside.) — Why, what dost weep for now, my dear, ha ? 
If^s. I suppose Flora gave you that ring; but I’ll— 
Lis. No, the devil take me if she did ; you make me 
swear now — So they are all for the ring; but I shall 
boh ’em. — {Aside.) — I did but joke; the ring is none 
of ihihe, it is my master’s; I am to give it to be new 
9I1, that’s all ; therefore pr’ythee dry thy eyes, and kiss 
me, come. 
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Enter Fhon Ay unobsertedy ij*n, - 

minis. And do you really speak truth now ? v , 
Zris, Why do*you doiiht it ? * 

Flora. So, So, very well ! I thought there %a& an 
intrigue between him* and Inis, foif has tbr< 

sworn it so often. (A^ide0 

Inis, Nor ha’n’t you seen Flora, since you came to 
town ? 

Flora, Ha ! how dares she mention my name ? ^ 

( Aside,) 

Lis, No, by this kiss, I hadn’t. ( Kisses her/} 

Flora. Here’s a dissembling varlet. (Aside.) 

Inis. Nor don’t you love her at all ? 

Lis, Love the devil i why did 1 not always tell thee 
she was my avemien B 

Flora. Dfdy^us^o, villain B 

^ ^ \ {(xioes him a box on the ear.) 

Lis. Zounds, she’s here ! 1 have made a fine piece 
of work on’t. {Aside,) 

Inis. What’s that for, ha ? {Goes up to her.) 

Flora. Isliall tell you by-and-bye, IVlrs. Frippery? 
if you don’t get about your business. 

Inis, Who do you call Frippery, Mrs. Trollpp? 
Pray get about your business, if you go tb that; I 
hope you pretend to no right and title here. 

Lis. What the devil do they take me for an acre of 
land, that they quarrel about right and title to me B 

(Added 

Flora. Pray, what right have you, mistress, to »sk 
that question ? 

Inis. No matter for that, I can show a better title 
to him than you, I believe. 

Flora. What has he given thee nine month’s ear- 
nest for a living title B ha, ha \ 

Inis. Don’t fling your flaunting jests at me, Mrs. 
Boldface, for i wont take ^em, 1 assure you. 
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, . Lis. S09 now I am as great as the famed Alexander, 
i SAt my dear Statira and Roxana, don't exert your- 
ulelves so much about me: now 1 fancy if you would 
lovingly together, I might, in a modest way, 
( Mtisfy both your demands .upon me. 

Ftora. You satisfy ! Nosirrali, I am not to besatis- 
'jfied^soon ayyou think, perhaps. 

Isds. No, ifor I neither. — What, do you make no 
'idiflkrefice between us ? 

Fhra. You pitiful .fellow, you! What you fanc]|r, I 
warrant, that I gave myself the trouble of dogging 
you out of love to your filthy person ; but you are mis- 
taken, sirrah — It was to detect your treachery — How 
often hgve you swo> ri to me that you hated Inis, and 
^ooly carried fair for the good cheer she gave you ; but 
tlmt you could never like a woman with crooked legs, 
iyou said. 

< Jnis. How, how, sirrah, crook^lfgs 1 Odds, I could 
find in my heart — {Snatches up hst p^tMcoat a little.) 

Lis. Here’.s a iying young Pr’ythee, my 

dear, moderate thy passion. (Coaxinglj/J) 

Jnis. I’d have you to know, sirrah, my legs were 
never— ^ Your master, 1 hope, understands legs better 
tten you do, sirrah * ( Passionately . ) 

Lis. My master, so {Shakes his head^ and winks.) 

tjyora. I am glad 1 have done some mischief, how- 
ever. * (Aside.) 

Lis. (To Inis,) Art tiiou really so foolish to mind 
what an enraged woman says ? Don't you see she does it 
on purpose to part you and I lf^(Runs to Flora.)^ 
Godd not you find the joke without putting yourself 
in > passion } you sillv gir], you. Why 1 saw you 
follow us plain enough, and said all this that you 
might not go back with only your labour for your 
j;pfuiis~But you are a revengeful young slut though, 
^'^^^1 yon that ; but come, kiss and be mends. 

Fhra. Don’t think to coax me, hang your kisses. 
FeL ( Without^ l.h.) Lissardo ! 

JUr# Odsheart, hare’s my nslister t the devittake both 
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' these jades for me) what shall I do* with them ? 

: (Asidi»% 

* Inis. Ha* Uis Don Felix’s voice; I would not hnvo 
him find me here with his footman for the world. 

FeL {fVithoutj l.ii.) Why, Jjissardo, Lissardo! 

L/is, Coming, sir. What a plague will you db i ' 

Flora. Bless me, which way shall I get out ? 

Lis. Nay, nay, you must e’en set your quarrel asidO) 
and be content to be mew’d up in this clothcs-presai^ 
together, or stay where you are, and fiice it out-^ 
there is no help for it. 

Flora. Put me any where, rather than that : come, 
come, let mein. {He opens thepress^ and she^oes'in.') 

Inis. I’ll see her hanged before I’ll ^ into the 
place where she is, — I’ll trust fortune with my deli-» 
verance. Here used to be a pair of back stairs : I’ll 
try to find tfaimi eput. , r«u.s. it. 

Enter and Frederic, l.u. 

Fel. Was you dsleep, sirrah, that you did not hear 
me call ? . . 

Lis. I did hear you, and answered you I was conr- 
ing, sir. 

Fel. Go, get the hors^ ready ; I’ll leave Lisbon 
to-night, never to see it more. 

Lis. Hey-day I what’s the matter now ? 

Fred. Pray tell me, Don Felix, what has ruffled 
your temper thus ? 

Fel. A woman — ^Oh, friend, who can name w'omaxi, 
and forget inconstancy ? 

Fred. This frotn a person' of mean education were 
excusable ; such low suspicions have their source from 
vulgar conversation ; men of your politer taste never 
rashly cenSure*-Come, this is some groundless jea* 
lousy — Love raises many fears. 

Fel. No, no ; my ears conveyed the truth into my 
heart, and reason justifies my anger. Oh, my friend ! 
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(‘iriolfiDte’s folse, and I have nothing left but thee, in 
iSfisbon, which can make me wish ever to see it more ; 
^ncept revenge upon my rival, of whom I am ignorant'. 

that some miracle would reveal him tome, that I 
^lllight through his heart punish her infidelity ! 

i; ^ • 

! Lissardo, Lat.D, 

"XrM. Oh, sir! here’s your father, Don Lopez, 
fbbmtng up. 

FeL Does he know that I am here ? 

JLis. 1 can’t tell, sir : he asked for Don Frederic. 

: . Fred. Did he see you ? 

; Us* 1 believe not, sir ; for as soon as 1 saw him, 1 
Ttui back to give my master notice. 

FeL Keep out of his sight then. 

\_Exit Lissardo^ l.h. 
And dear Frederic, permit me to jnto the next 
^^om, for I know the old gentleman wlUJba very much 
’ dbpleased at my return without r . h .d . 

Fred. Quick, quick, be gone; he is here* 

EnJter Don Lopez, speaking as he enters^ j^.h.d.* 


Lop. Mr. Alguazii, wait you without till I call for 
you; Frederic, an affair brings me here — which — 
requires privacy — so that if you have any body within 
ear-shot, pray order them to retire. 

- Fred. W e are private, my lord ; speak freely. 
Lop. Why, then, sir, 1 must tell you that you had 
ter have pitched upon any man in Portugal to have 
' than myself. 

red. 1 understand you not, my lord. 

Though I am old, I have a son — Alas, why 
1 him ? he knows not the dishonour of my house. 
■s.^Fred. Kxplain yourself, my lord ; 1 am not consci- 
of any dishonourable action to any man, much less 
taMPr lordship. 

’Tis &lse ! you have debauched my daughter. 
My lord, I scorn so foul a charge. 
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Lop. You have debauched her duty at least, there* 
fore instantly restore her to me, or, oy St. Anthony,^ 
1*11 make you. 

Fred. Restoni her, my lord! where shall 1 find her 
I have those that will swear she is here til' 
your house. 

Fred. You are misinformed, ray lord ; Upon ray re- * 
putation, 1 have not seen Donna Isabella since the 
absence of Don Felix. 

Lop- Then pray, sir — if I am not too inquisitive, 
what motive had you for those objections }ou made 
against her marriage with Don Guzman yesterday ? 

Fred. The disagreeablencss of such a nkatch, I 
feared would give your daughter cause to curse her 
duty, if she complied with your demands j that was* 
all, my lord. 

Lop- And so you helped her through the window, 
to make her dj8<^)€y« 

Fred. This J^illsulting me, my lord, when 1 assure 
you, 1 have iietlhet seen nor know any thing of your^ 
daughter.~lf slie is gone, the contrivance was her 
own, and you may thank your rigour for it. 

Lop* Very well, sir ; lukwev^r, my rigour shall 
make bold to search your house. Here, call in tb0^ 
alguazil — 

Flora- (Peeps-) The alguazil! What, in the name 
of w onder, will become of me ? 

Fj'ed. The alguazil ! My lord, you’ll repent this. 

Enter Alguazii. and Attkptdants, l.ii. 

Lop. No, sir, ’tis you that will repent it^ 1 charge 
you, in the king’s name, to assist me in finding my 
daughter.— Be sure you leave no part of the house 
unsearched. Come, follow me. 

(Gets towards the door where Felix is Frederic 
draws^ and plants himself before it.) 

Fred. Sir, I must first know hy what authority you 
pretend to search my house, before you enter here. 

-4/g. How, sir, dare you presume to draw your 
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upon the representative of majesty ? 1 am, sir, 
f ills majesty.’B alguazil^ and the very quintessende of 
authority — thereftre put up your sword, or 1 shall 
prder you to be knocked down — for know, sir, the 
Weath of an alguazil is as dangerous as the breath of 
a demiculverin. 

jCrm. She is certainly in that room, by his guard- 
the door — i,f he disputes your authority, knock 
him down, 1 say. 

J?Ved. I shall show you some sport first ! The wo- 
man you look for Ls not here ; but there is something 
in this room which I’ll preserve from your sight at 
the hazard of my life. 

JLfOp. Enter, 1 say ; nothing but my daughter can 
bo^there— Force his sword from him. 

(Felix comes out r.h.d. and joins Frederic^) 

Fd. Villains, stand off ! assassinate a man in his 
otvn house ! 

Liop^ Oh, oh, oh, misericordiat^^ilifeMit do I see, my 
‘ son I , ' " ’ 

Alg. Ha, hfc son! Here’s five huiidfed pounds 
good, my brethren, if Antonio dies ; and that’s in the 
^surg^n’s power, and he’s in love with rny daughter, 
yon know, so seize him-*^ 

JLop* Hold, hold ! Oh that ever I was born I 

Fred. Did I not tell you you would repent, my lord ? 
What, hoa ! within there. 

Enter Vasquez, r.h. 

Arm yourselves, and let not a man in or out but Felix. 

[EdCft Vasquez^ r.h.d. 

Fei. Oenerofia Frederic ! 

Fred. Locik ye, alguazil ; when you would betray 
my friend ibr filthy lucre^ 1 shall no more regard you 
as an officer of justice ; but as a thief and a robber thus 
resist you. 

JRrf. Come on, sir ; we’U shew you play for the five 
hundred poqnds. 
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jBc-ew/er Vasquez and Sercants^ 

Lop, Hold, hold, alguazil ; I’ll give you the five 
hui^dred pounds ; that is, my bond to pay upon An^ 
tonio’s death, and twenty pistoles, however tiling go, 
for you and these honest fellows to drink my hemh* 

Alg, Say you so, my lord? Why, look ye, my 
lord, I bear the young gentleman no ill-will, my lord ; 
if 1 but get the five hundred pounds, my lord— why, 
look ye, my lord — 'tis the same thing to me whether 
your son be bang’d or not, my lord. 

Fel, Scoundrels! [^Exeunt Servants^ K,n, 

Lop, Ay, well, thou art a good-natured fellow, that 
is the truth on’t — Come, then we’ll to the tavern, and 
sign and seal this minute. Oh, Felix ! why wouldst 
thou serve me thus ?— But 1 cannot upbraid thee now, 
nor have, I time totttlk. Be careful of thyself, for thob 
wilt break niy hijait. . 

[^Exeunt ^peZf Alguazily and Attendants^ fol^ 
lowed bu rasquezj i-.h. 

Fel- Now, tVederic, though I ought to thank you 
for your care of me, yet till 1 am satisfied as to my 
father’s accusation, for I overheard it all, 1 can’t return 
the acknowledgments I owe you. Know you aught 
relating to my si^r ? 

Fred. I hope my faith and truth are known to you 
— and here by both I swear, I am ignorant of every 
thing relative to your father’s charge. 

Fel. Enough ; I do believe thee. Oh, fortune ! 
where will thy malice end ? 

Re-enter Yasqukz, l.h. 

Vos. Sir, I bring you joyful news. 

Fel, What’s the matter ? 

Vas. I am told that Don Antonio is out of danger, 
and now in the palace. 

Fel, 1 wish it be true; then I’m at liberty to watch 
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riva], and pursue my sister. Pr'jthec, Frederic, 
ittform thyself of the truth of this report. 

Fred, I will this minule. — Do you hear? let nobddy 
into Don Felix till ray return, (To Vasquez.\_Exit^ijAi, 

Flos, I’ll observe, sir. 

Flora, {Peeps.) They have almost frightened me 
out of my wits — l*m sure — Now Felix is alone, 1 have 
a good mind to pretend 1 came with a message from 
. my lady ; but Low then shall 1 say 1 came into the 
cupboard ? 

Re-enter Vasqurz, who seems to oppose the entrance 
• of somebody ^ l.h.d. 

Vas, I tell you, madam, Don Felix is not here. 

Fib. ( Withiny l.h.) 1 tell you, sir, he is here, and 
I will see him. 

Fel. What noise is that ? » > . . 

VlOLANTE, L.H.O* 

Fto. You arc as difficult of access^ sir, as a first 
minister of^tate. 

Flora. My stars ! my lady here ! 

(Shuts the Press close.) 

Fel, If your visit was designed to Frederic, madam, 
he is abroad. 

Vio, No, sir, the visit is to you. 

Fel. You are very punctual in your ceremonies, 
madam. 

Vio. Though I did not come to return your visit, 
but to take that which your civility ought to have 
brought me. 

Fel, If my eyes, my ears, and my understanding 
lied, then 1 am in your debt ; else not, madam. 

Vio. 1 will not charge them with a term so gross, 
to say they lied, but call it a mistake ; nay, call it any 
thifig to excuse my Felix — Could 1, think ye, could I 
put off my pride so tar, poorly to dissemble a passion 
which I did not feel, or seek a reconciliation with what 



TH* WONDER. 4® > 

r«^ notloTc ?— Nolaw, whilst singli^, binds qs toob4^ 
bur^our sex are obliged to pay a deference to idl 
ut>rimn kind. 

Fcl, These are fruitless arguments. ’Tismostceiv 
tain^lhoii wort dearer to these eyes than all that heaven 
e’er gave to charm the sense of man ; but I woldd 
FLither tear them out, than sufter them to delude my 
reason, and enslave my peace. • 

Vio. Can you love without esteem ? and where id 
the esteem for her you still sus(x?ct ? Oh, Felix, there 
is a delicacy in love, which equals even a religious 
faith ! True love never doubts the object it adores, and 
sceptics there will disbelieve their sight. ( Crosses, r.h .) 

FeL Your notions are too refined for mine, madam. 

Re-enter Vasoubz, li.H.D. 

How now, sirrah, what do you want ? 

Vas, Only my master’s cloak out of this press, sir, 
that’s all. 

FeL Make haste then. 

{Fiisquez opens the Press ^ and sees Fiora*) 

Vas* Oh ! the devil I the devil 1 [Exit^ l.h. 

Flora. Discover’d ! Nay, then, legs befriend me. 

[^Runs outy R.H. 

Via* Ha ! a woman concealed ! Very well, Felix. 

FeL A woman in the press ! 

Re-enter Lissardo, li.ii.n. 

How the devil came a woman there, sirrah ? 

Lis. What shall I say now ? (Aside.) 

Vio. Now, Lissardo, show your wit, to bring your 
master oft'. 

Lis. Oft', madam ? Nay, nay, nay, there, there needs 
no great wit to, to, to bring him off, madam ; for she 
did, and she did not come as, as, ns a, a, a man may 
say, directly to, to, to, speak with my master, madam*. 

Vio. 1 see by your stammering, Lissardo, that yopr 
invention is at a very low ebb. ; 



*Sdeath, rascals speak without hesitation, or«d 
t}u» truth too, or l^shall stick tny spado in your guts. 

, PtOm No, no, your-master mistakes ; he would not 
have you speak the truth. 

JPcL » Madam, my sincerity wants no excuse. 

JLis. I am so confounded between one and the 
4 lt)ior, that I can’t think of a lie. (Aside,) 

FeL Sirrah, ffetch me this woman back instantly ; 
1*11 know what business she had here ! 

Pio. Not a step ; your master shall not be put to 
the blush. — Come, a truce, Felix 1 Do you ask me no 
more questions about the window, and I’ll forgivethis. 

' Fel, I scorn forgiv ^ness where I own no crime ; but 
your soul, conscious of its guilt, would fain lay hold of 
this occasion to blend your treason with my innocence. 

Vio, Insolent I Nay, if instead of owning your lault, 
you endeavour to insult my patience, I must tell you, 
sir, you don’t behave yourself like thaf'man of honour 
you would be taken for; you ground your quarrel 
with me upon your own inconstancy ; ’tis plain you 
are false yourself, and would ii^ake nie the aggn;ssor. 
— It was not for nothing the fellow opposed my en- 
trance. — This last usage has given me back my liberty ; 
—(Crosses to ) — and now my father’s will shall be 

obeyed without the least reluctance : and so your 
servant. [_Exity 

Fel. Oh, stubborn, stubborn heart, what wilt thou 
do? Her father’s will shall be obeyed ; ha ! that car- 
ries her to a cloist^r^ and cuts off all my hopes at 
once. — By heaven she shall not, must not leave me! 
No, she is not false, at least my love now represents 
her true, becaue 1 fear to lose her. Ha ! villain, art 
thou here? — (Turns upon JLissardo,) — Tell me this 
moment who this woman was, and for what intent she 
was here concealed— —or— - 

Lis, Ay, good sir, forgive me, and I’ll tell you the 
w|ioie trutL (Falls on his hiees,) 

Out with it then. 

It, it, it was Mrs, Flora, sir, Donna Violanfe’s 
woman. You must know, sir, we have had a sneaking 
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kindness^ for one anolber a great while,*-^he was not 
willing you should know it ; so, when she heard vour j 
voice, she ran into the clothes-press. I would have 
told you this at first, but I was afraid of her lady’a g 
knoiving it; this is the truth, as I hope for a whole ^ 
skin, sir. ' ^ _ 

FeL If it be not, I*ll not leave you a whole bone in 
it, sirrah. — Fly, and observe if Violalite goes directly - 
home. 

JLii. Yes, sir, yes. 

FeL Fly, you dog, fly. — [_Exit Lissardo^ li.ii.n.] 
—I must convince her of my faith. Oh ! how irre- 
solute is a woman’s heart ! — ^How absolute is a . 
woman’s power ! 

In ' vain we strive their tyraniiy’to quit ; ^ 

111 vain we struggle, for we must submit. [^Exity r.h, 

SCENE III.~TAe Terriero de Passa. 

Enter CoiiONBii Biiiton and Isabella veiled; 

Gibby at a disiance^ b.h. 

CoL B. Then you say it is impossible for me to wait 
upon you home, madam ? ' 

Isa. I say, it is inconsistent with my circumstances, 
colonel, and that way impossible for me to admit ot it. 

. CoL B. Consent to go with me, then. — I lodge at 
one Don Frederic’s, a merchant, just by here : he is a 
very honest fellow, and I dare confide in his secrecy. 

Isa, Ha ! does he lodge there ? Pray heaven 1 am - 
not discovered. {Aside.) 

CoL B. What say you, my charmer ? shall we 
break last together ; 1 have some of the best tea in the 
universe. 

Isa. Pooh ! tea ! Is that the best treat you can give 
a lady at your lodgings, colonel ? 

Col. B. Well hinted. — {Aside ) — No, no, no, I 
have other things at thy service, child. 

Isa. What are these things, pray ? 

CoL B. My heart, soul, and body into Jhe bargain. 
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; Isa. Has the last na incumbrance upon it ? Can you 
Hl^ke a clear titie^ colonel ? 

Col. jB. All freehold) child ; and I’ll afford thee a 
Very good bargain*. (Embraces her.) 

Gibby. O’my sol, they mak muckle words abort it. 
Ise sair weary with standing; Isee’en take a sleep. 

(Aside — Ijies down.) 

' Isa. If I take'a lease, it must be for life, colonel* 
CoL B. Thou shalt have me as long, or as little 
time as thou wilt, iny dear. Come, let’s to my lod^ng, 
and we’ll sign and seal this minute. 

Isa. Oh, not so fast, colonel ; there are many things 
to lie adjusted, before the lawyer and the parson comes. 

CqI. 'B. The lawyer and parson ? No, no, you little 
rogue, wc can finish our afrairs without the help of 
the law— or the gospel. 

Isa- Ind(jcd but we can’t, colonel, 

CoL B. Indeed ! Why, hast thou then trepanned 
me out of my warm bed this mor|itng for nothing ? 
'Why, this is showing a man, half^^fitmished, a well- 
furnished larder, then clapping a padlock on the door, 
till you starve him quite. 

Isa, If you can find in your heart to say grace, 
colonel, you shall keep the key. 

CoL B. I love to sec my meat before I give thanks, 
madam ; theretbre uncover thy face, child, and I’ll tell 
thee more of my mind« — If 1 like you — 

Isa. I dare not risk my reputation upon your ife, 
colonel, and so adieu. (Going,) 

CoL B. N'ly, nay, nay, wc must not part. 

Isa. As you ever hope to see me more, suspend your 
etiriostiy now ; one step further loses me for ever. — 
Show yourself a man of honour, and you shall find me 
a woman of honour. 

- B. Well,.fi)r once, I’ll trust to a blind bargain, 
ina4hm. -^[irme^ her hand. — Exit Isabella. li.ii.J — 
But I shall be too cunning for^ your ladyship, if Gibby 
obsmrva^ my orders. Methinka, these intrigues which 
relate to the nr© very insipid — the conversation 
of bodies is tt^e^tnore. diverting. — Ha! what do I 
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9©^ my rascal asleep ! Sirrah, did not I chargp you 
to Wutch the lady ? And is it thus you observe my 
orders, you dog ? 

(Kicks Gibhy all this while ; Gibhj/ shrugs, rubs 
his ei/es, and yawns,) 

(xibby. That’s true, and like yer honour; but I 
thought when yence you had her in yer ane bonds, ye 
might a ordered her yer sel well eneugh without me, 
cn ye ken, an like ^er honour. 

Col. B, Sirrah, hold your impertinent tongue, and 
make haste after her. If you don’t bring me some ac- 
count of her, never dare to see my lace again. 

R.H. 

Gibhy, Ay, this is bon wark indeed! to run three 
hundred mile to this wicked town, and before I can 
well fill iny weam, to be sent a whore-hunting after this 
black she devil ! — What gate sal I gang to speer for 
this w utch now ? Ah, for a ruling elder— or the kirk’s 
treasurer — or his mon — I’d gar ray master mak twa 
o’ this. — But 1 am sure there’s na sic honest people 
here, or there wud na be so mickle sculddudrie. 

Enter a Soj^dikh, r.h. passing along. 

Good mon, did ye sec a woman, a lady, ony gate here 
awe e’en now ? 

Sol, Yes, a great many. What kind of a woman is 
it you enquire after ? 

Gibby, Gude troth, she’s na kenspekle; she’s aw 
in a cloud. 

SoL What, ’tis some Highland monster, which you 
brought over with you, I suppose. I see no such, not 
I . — Kenspekle, quotha ! . 

Gibby, Huly, huly, mon ; the deel pike out yer 
cen, and then ye’ll see the bater, ye portigpise tike. 

SoL What says the follow ? ( Turns to Gibby.) 

Gibby. Say? I say I am a better fellow than e’er 
stude upon your shanks — ^and gin I heer roair o’ yer 
din, deel o’ my saul, sir, but Ise crack your croon. 

Sol, Get you gone, you Scotch rascal, and thank 
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your lieathen dialect, which 1 don’t understand, that 
you ha’nt your bones broke. 

Gibby. Ay, an ye dinna undei'stond a Scotsman’s 
tongue, Ise see gin ye can understond a Scotsman’s 
gripe. Wha’s the better mon now, sir ? 

{Lfays hold of him^ strikes up his heels^ and gets 
astride over him.) 


VidLANTE crosses the stage n.n. Gihby jumps from 
the Soldier^ and brushes up to her. 

I vow, madam, but 1 am glad that yc and 1 are fore- 
gathered. [Exit Soldier^ l.h. 

Vio. What would the fellow liave ? 

Oibby. Nothing away, madam, no worth yer heart, 
#liat a iiiuckle deal o’ mischief had you like to bring 
upon poor Gihby ! 

Vio. The man’s drunk. 

G^by, In troth am 1 not. And gin I had no found 
ye, madam, the laird knows when 1 should ; for my 
roaster bad me ne’er gang hame without tidings ofye, 
madam* 

Vio* Sirrah, get about your business, or I’ll have 
your lx>nes drubbed. 

Gibby. Gude &.ith, my maister has e’en done that 
t’ yer honds, madam. 

Vio. Who is your master, sir ? 

Gihby n Mony a ane speers the gate they ken right 
week it is no sa lang sen you parted wi’ him. I wish 
he ken ye faafe as weel as ye ken him. 

Fio. Poh, the creature’s mad, or mistakes me for 
somebody else; and 1 should be as mad as he, to talk 
to him any longer. 

^ {Enters Don Pedro* s House^ l.h.d.) 

Efder Lissaudo, r.h.u.e. 

. vJC#. ^ die’s gone home, I see. What did that 
want with her ? I’ll try to find it out; 
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^liaps I may discover something that may make my 
rnasK^r friends with me again. 

Oibbt/. Are ye gone, madam ? A deel scope in ycr 
<v>mpany ; for I’m as weese as I was. But I’ll bide 
and^ee wha’s house it is, gin I can meet wi’ ony civil 
body to speer at. — (^TurnSy and sees Lissardo.) — My 
lad, wot ye wha lives here ? 

JLis* Don Pedro Mendoza. 

Gibby, And did you see a ladv gang in but now ? 

Lis. Yes, I did. 

Gibby. And d’ye ken her tee ? ^ 

Lis. It was Donna Violante, his daughter. — What 
the devil makes him so inquisitive ? Here is something 
in it, that’s certain. — (Aside.) — ’Tis a cold morning 
brother ; what think you of a dram ? 

Gibby. In troth, vary weel, sir. 

Lis. You seem an honest fellow; pr’ythee, let’s 
drink to our better acquaintance* 

Gibby. Wi’ aw my heart, sir; gang your gate to 
the next house, and Ise follow ye. 

Lis. Come alongiUhen. ' [ r.h. 

Gibby. Don Pedro de Mendoza-^Donna Yiolahte, 
his daughter— That’s as right as my leg, now-*-^Ise 
need na mare ; I’ll tak a drink, and then to my mais- 
ter. 

I’ll bring him news will mak his heart full blee ; 

Gin he rewards it not, deel pimp for die. 

[^^Exity n.H. 

END OF ACT III. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE \.^Violmte^s Lodgings. 

Isabella, in a gay temper y and Violantb 
out of humour y i^.h. 

Isa. My dear, I have l^n seeking 
hour, to tell you the most lucky advebmre J f ' ^ 

n 2 ‘ • ■ 



jSjB TBM WONDBK. 

^ Pio* And you have pitched upon the most unluckjr 
hour for tliat you could possibly have found iii the 
ivfaole four-and-tweuty. 

Isa, Hang unlucky hours, I wont think of them; I 
hope all my misfortunes are past. 

Vio. And mine all to come. 

Isa, I have seen the man I like. 

Vio, And 1 have seen the man that I could wish to 
hate, 

Isa. And you must assist me in discovering whether 
he can like me or not. 

Vh. You have assisted me in such a discovery al- 
ready^ I thank ye. 

Isa, What say you, my dear ? 

Vio, I say, I am very unlucky at discoveries, Isa- 
l>ella ; I have too lately made one pernicious to my 
ease ; your brother is false. 

Isa. Impossible ! 

Vio. Most true. 

Isa, Some villain has traduced him to you. 

Vio, No, Isabelluj I love too|lell to trust the eyes 
of others ; I never credit the ill-judging world, or fonn 
suspicions upon vulgar censures ; no, 1 had ocular 
proof of his ingratitude . 

Isq. Then I am most unhappy. My brother was 
the only pledge of faith betwixt us ; if he has forfeited 
your favour, 1 have no title to your friendship. 

Vio. You wrong my friendship, Isabella; your own 
merit entitles you to everything within my power. 

Isa, Generous maid — But may 1 not know what 
grounds you have to think my brother false ? 

Vio, Another time. But tell me, Isabella, how can 
1 serve you ? 

Is0, Thus, then — ^'fhe gentleman that brought me 
higher, 1 have seen and talked with upon the lerriero 
^"^Fitasa this morning ; and I find him a man of sense, 
and good^humour: in short, he is every 
I could like for a husband, and 1 have dis- 
bring him hither — I hope youMI 
nberty fhave taken. 
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^f\so. Hither! to what purpose ? 

Isa. To the ^reat universal purpose, matrimony* 

* Fio. Matrimony ! Why, do you desi^ to ask him? 

Isa, No, yiolaiite, you must do that for me. 

I thank you for the favour you design me, but 
desire to be excused : 1 manage my own affairs too ill 
to be trusteed with those of other people: I can’t, for, 
my life admire your conduct, — to enoourage a pei'son 
altogether unknown to you. ’Twas very imprudent to 
meet him this morning, but much more so to send for 
him hither, knowing what inconveiiiency you have al- 
ready drawn upon me. 

Jsa, 1 am not insensible how far my misfortunes 
have embarrassed you ; and, if you please, will sacri- 
lic<^ my quiet to your own. 

Flo. Unkindly urged! Have I not preferred your 
happiness to every thing (hat’s dear to me ? 

Isa. I know thou hast ; then do not deny me this 
last request, when a few hours, pc^rhaps, may render 
my condition able to clear thy fatne^ and bring ray 
brother to thy feet for pardon. 

Vion I wisn you don’t repent of this intrigue. I sup- 
pose he knows you are the same woman that lie brought 
in here last night ? 

Isa. Not a syllable of that ; I met liim veiled ; and., 
to prevent his knowing the house, 1 ordered Mi's. Flo- 
ra to brin^’ him by the back-door into the garden. 

Vio. The very way which Felix comes; if they 
should meet, there would be fine work. Indeed, my 
dear, 1 can’t approve of your design. 

Enter Fi^ora, l.h. 

Flora- Madam, the colonel waits your pleasure. 

Vio. How durst you go upon such a message, mis- 
tress, without acquaintiiiff me ? ' 

Flora. So, I am huffed for every thing. 

Isa. ’Tis too late to dispute that now, dear Yuffante ; 

1 acknowledge the rashness of the action, but consider 
the necessity of my deliverance. 

d3 
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Via. That, indeed, is a weighty consideration : well, 
what am I to do ? * 

Jsa, In t#[e next room 1*11 give you instructions : — 
In the mean time, IVirs. Flora, show the colonel into 
this, 

[^Exeunt Flora^ t^.h.d, Isabella and Violante^ r,h. 

Re-enter Fi^ora, with CoiiONEii Briton, l.h.d. 

Flora, The lady will wait on you presently, sir. 

R.n. 

Col, R, Very well. This is a very fruitful soil : I 
have not been here quite fbur-aud-twenty hours, and 1 
have three intrigues upon my hands nlready ; but 1 hate 
the chase without paHaking of the game. 

Jte-cw/er VioiiANTE, r.h. veiled, 

Ha ! a fine sized woman — Pray heaven she proves 
handsome. — {Aside. ) — I am cx)me to obey your lady- 
ship’s commands. 

Vio, Are you sure of that, colonel ? 

CoLJB. If you be not very unreasonable, indeed, 
madam. A man is but a man. 

{Takes her hand and kisses «V.) 

Vio,, Nay, we have no time for compliments, co- 
lonel. 

Chi, B. 1 understand you, madam — Montrez moi 
votre chambre. {Takes her in his arms,} 

Vio, Nay, nay, hold, colonel, my bed-chamber is 
not to be entered without a certain purchase. 

Col, B, Purchase ! Humph, this is some kept mis- 
tress, 1 suppose, who industriously lets out her leisure 
hours. — {Aside,} — ^Look you, madam, you must consi- 
der we soldiers are not overstocked with money— But 
iiyp fiiake ample satisfaction in love ; we have a world 
of courage upon our hands now, you know — Then, 
pr^ythee, use a conscience, and 1*11 try if my pocket 
oa^ come up to your price, 
t JPio. Nay, don*t give yourself the trouble of draw- 
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ing your purse, colonel ; my design is levelled at your 
person, if that be at your own disposal. 

XhL B. Ay, that it is ; faith, madam, and I’ll settle 
it as firmly upon thee — 

Kio. As law can do it ? 

Co/. B. Hang law in love affairs ; thou shalt have 
right and title to it out of pure inclination.— -A matri- 
monial hint again. . (Aside^) 

Via, Then you have an aversion to matrimony, co- 
lonel ? Did you never see a woman, in all your travels, 
that you could like for a wife ? 

CoL B. A very odd question {Aside.) — Do you 

really expect that I should speak truth, now ? 

Flo. I do, if you expect to be dealt with, colonel. 

CoL B. Why, then — yes. 

Vio. Is she in your country, or this ? 

CoL B. This is a very pretty kind of a catechism ! 
— { Aside. y^\nih\s town, 1 believe, madam? 

Vio. Her name is — 

CoL B. Ay, how is she called, madam ? 

Fio. Nay, I ask you that, sir. 

CoL B. Oh, oh, why she is called — Pray, madam, 
how is it you spell your name ? 

Vio. Oh, colonel? I am not the happy woman, nor 
do 1 wish it. 

CoL B. No: I’m sorry for that. — What the devil 
does she mean by all these questions ? {Aside.) 

Vio. Come, colonel, for once be sincere — perhaps 
you may not repent if. 

CoL B. This is like to be but a silly adventure, 
here’s so much sincerity required.— — Faith, 
madam, 1 have an inclination to sincerity ; but I’m 
afraid you’ll call my mannei's in question. 

Flo. Not at all ; I prefer truth before compliment, 
in this affair. 

CoL B. Why, then, to be plain with you, madam 
■—a lady last night wounded my heart by a fall from a 
window, whose person 1 could be content to take, as 
my father took my mother, till death do us part ; but 
whom she is, or how distinguished, whether maid, wi%, 

B 4 
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or widow, I can’t inform you- Perhaps you are she ? 

Fio. Not to keep you in suspense, 1 am not she, but 
I can ^ive you an account of her. That lady is a maid 
of condition, has ten thousand pounds ; and if you are 
a single man, her person and fortune are at your ser- 
vice. 

Col, B. I accept the offer with the highest trans- 
ports ; but say, jny charming angel, art thou not she ? 

{Offers to embrace her,) 
Vio, Once again, colonel,! tell you I am not she — 
but at six this evening you shall find her on the Ter- 
riero de Passa, w'ith a white handkerchierin her hand. 
Get a priest ready, and you know the rest. 

CoL B, I shall in^llibly observe your directions, 
madam. 

Re-enter Flora, r.h. hastily^ and whispers Vio- 
LANTC, who starts and seems surprised, 

Vio, !ia ! Felix crossing the garden, say you ? what 
shall 1 do now ? 

Col, B, You seem surprised, madam. 

Vio. Oh, colonel, my &ther is coining hither ; and 
if he finds you here I am ruined. 

Col, B* Odsliti*, madam, thrust me anywhere. CanT 
I go out this way ? 

Fib. No, no, no, he comes that way. How shall I 
prevent their meeting ? Here, here, step into my bed- 
chamber— 

Col, B, Oh, the best place in the world, madam. 
Vio. And be still as you value her you love. Don’t 
stir till you’ve notice, as ever you hope to have her 
* in your anus. 

Col. JB. On that condition. I’ll not breathe. 

l _ Escit ^ R.U.D. 

Enter Felix, l.h.d. 

JFeL 1 wonder where this dog of a servant is all this 
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while ! But she is at home, I find — How coldly she re- 
gitrds me! — (Aside .) — You look, Violante, as if the 
sight of me was troublesome to yoti. 

Fto. Can I do otherwise, when you have the assur- 
anoe to approach me, aflcr what I saw to-day? 

jPW. Assurance! rather call it jt^ood-nature, alter 
what I heard last niji^ht. But such regard to honour 
have 1 in ray love to you, I cannot bear to be suspected, 
nor sillier you to (entertain false notions of my truth, 
without eiideavonrin^ to convince yon of rny inno- 
cence ; so much ii;‘ood- nature have 1 more than you, 
Violaiite. Pray give me leave to ask your woman one 
question ; my man assures me she was ila; person you 
saw at my lodgings. 

Flora. I confess it, madam, anil ask your pardon. 

Vio. Impudent baggage, not to u ndecei ve me sooner ! 
What business could you have there ? 

F'eL Lissardoaml she, it seems, imitate you and 1. 

Flora. I love to follow the example of my betters,, 
madam. 

FeL 1 hope I am justified 

Vio. Since we are to part, Felix, there needs no 
justification. 

Fel. Methinks yon talk of parting as a thing iiidif- 
ferent to you. Can you f4>rget how 1 have loved ? 

Vio. I wish 1 could forget my own passion, 1 should 

with less concern remember your’s But, for Mrs. 

Flora 

Fel. You must forgive her — Must, did 1 say? I 
fear I have no power to impose, though the injury was 
done to me. 

Vio. ’Tis harder to pardon an injury done to what 
^ve love than to ourselves ; but, at your request, Felix, 
I do forgive her. Go watch my father, Flora, lest he 
should awake, and surprise us. 

Flora. Yes, madam. [_Exil R.ir. 

Fel. Dost thou, then, love me, Violante? 

Vio. What need of repetition from my tongue, when 
every look confesses what you ask ? 

FeL Oh, let no man judge of love but those who 
n 5 
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feel it ! what wond’rous ma^ic lies in one kind look !— • 
One tender word destroys a lover’s ra^e, and melts his 
^ fiercest passion into soft complaint. Oh, the window, 
Yiolante ; wouldst thou but clear that one suspicion ! 

Vio. Pr’ythee, no more of jthat, my Felix ; a little 
time shall bring thee perfect satisikction. 

FeL Well, Violante, on condition you think no 
' more of a monastery, I’ll wait with patience for this 
mighty secret. 

Vio, Ah, Felix, love generally gets the better of re- 
ligion in us women. Resolutions made in the heat of 
passion ever dissolve upon reconciliation. 

He^enter FijOR A ^ r.ii. hastily. 

Flora^ Oh, madam, madam, madam, my lord, your 
father, has l^een in the house, and locked the back 
door, and comes muttering to himself this way. 

Vio. Then we are caught. * Now, Felix, we are 
undone. 

FeL Heaven forbid ! This is most unlucky ! Let 
me step into your bed-chamber, he wont look under 
the bed ; there I may conceal myself. 

{fiuns to the dooTj and pushes it open a little . ) 

Fio. No, no, Felix, that’s no safe place ; my father 
ofien goes thither; and should you cough, or sneeze, 
we are lost. 

FeL Either my eye deceived me, or 1 saw a man 
within. I’ll watch him close. {Aside.) 

Flora. Oh, invention, invention ! 1 have it, madam. 
Here, here, sir: oft’ with your sword, and I’ll fetch 
you a disguise. \_ExiL r.u.s.e. 

Fel. She shall deal with the devil, if she conveys 
him out without my knowledge. {Aside.) 

Via. Bless me, how I tremble ! 

Re-enter FiiORA, r.h.s.e. with a ridingAiood. 

Flora, Here, sir, put on this. Be sure you don’t 

speak 
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Felm Not for the Indies. {Puli on the hood.) 

Ped. {Within, l.h.) Why, how came the gar- 
don-door open ? 

Enter Don Pkoro, 

Ha ! how now ! Who have we here ? 

Flora. ’Tis my mother, and please you, sir, 

{She amf Felix curtsej/.) 

Ped. Your mother! By St. Andrew she’s a strap- 
per ; why you are a dwarf to her. flow many chil- 
dren have yo\i, good woman ? 

Vio. Oh, if he speaks we arc lost ! {Aside.) 

Flora. Oh, dear seignior, she cannot hear you ; she 
has been deaf these twenty years. 

Ped. Alas, poor woman! Why, you muffle her up 
as if she was blind too ; turn up her hood. 

Pio. Undone for ever ! St. Anthony forbid. — 
{Aside.) — Oh, sir, she has the dreadfiiUest unlucky 
eyes — Pray don’t look upon them ; I made her keep 
her hood shut on purpose Oh, oh, oh, oh ! 

Ped. Eyes ! Why, what’s the matter with her eyes ? 

Flora. My poor mother, sir, is much afflicted with 
the cholic ; and about two months ago, she had it 
grievously in her stomach, and was over-persuaded 
to take a dram of filthy English Geneva, which im- 
mediately flew up into her head, and caused such a 
detluxion in her eyes, that she could never since bear 
the day- light. 

Ped. Say you so ? Poor woman ! Well, make her 
sit down, V iolante, and give her a glass of wine. 

Vio. Let her daughter give her a glass below, sir ; 
for my part, she has frightened me so, [ sha’n’t be my- 
self these two hours. 1 am sure her eyes are evil 
eyes. 

Ped. Well, well, do so— Evil eyes ! there are no 
evil eyes, child. 

Flora. Come along, mother. {Speaks hud.) 

Ped. Good bye, goo^ woman. 

^Exeunt Felix and Flora, l.u.d. 

0 6 
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Vio- I’m glad he’s gone. (Aside.) 

Ped. Hast thou heard the news, Violante ? 

Vio. What news, sir ? 

Ped. Why, Vas^ue;^ tells me, that Don Lopez’s 
daughter, Isabella, is run awq^y from her father ; ^hat 
lord has very ill-fortune with his children. — Well, I’m 
glad my daughter has no inclination to mankind, that 
my house is plagued with no suitors. (Aside.) 

Vio. This is the first word I ever heard of it ; I 
pity her frailty ! 

Ped. Well said, Violante. Next week I intend thy 
happiness shall begin. 

Re-enter Fi.ora, i,.h.d- 

Vio. I don’t intend to stay so long, thank you, 
papa. (Aside.) 

Ped. My lady abbess writes word she longs to see 
thee, and has provided everything in order for thy re- 
ception. Thou wilt lead a happy life, my girl — ^fifty 
times Ijefore that of matrimony, where an extravagant 
coxcomb might make a Ix'ggar of thee, or an ill-natured 
surW dog break thy heart. 

tlora. Break her heart ! She had as good have her 
bones broke as to be a nun ; I am sure 1 had rather, of 
the two. — (Aside ,) — You are wondrous kind, sir; 
but if I had such a father, I know what 1 would do. 

Ped. Why, what would you do, minx, ha ? 

Flora. I would tell him 1 had as good a right and 
title to the law of nature, and the end of the creation, 
as he had. 

Ped, You would, mistress ! who the devil doubts 
it ^ A good assurance is a chambermaid’s coat of arms ; 
and lyi^%nd contriving, the supporters. Your incli- 
nations istte on tiptoe, it seems — If 1 were your father, 
‘housewife, I’d have a penance enjoined yon, so strict, 
yob should not be able to turn you in your bed 
a month.— You are enough to spoil your lady, 
housewife, if she had not abundance of devotion. 

Vio. Fie, Flora, are you not ashamed to talk thus to 
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my father ? You said, yesterday, you would be glad to 
go with me into the monasihjry. 

• Flora, Did I ? I told a great lie, then. 

Ped. She go with thee! No, no; she's enough to 
dtfbauch the whole convent. Well, child, remember 
what 1 said to thee : next week — 

P^io. Aye, and what I am to do this, too. — {Aside,) 
— I am all obedience, sir ; I car^ not how soon I 
change my condition. 

Ped. Well said, Viohuite. Well, child, I am going 
into the country for two or three days, to settle some 
nffiirs with thy uncle ; and when I return, we'll pro- 
vide for thy happiness, child — Good bye, Violante ; 
take care of thyself. 

\JBjxeuni Don Pedro and Violante^ L.ii. 

Flora So, now for the colonel. Hist, hist, colonel. 

Re enter Colonel. Briton, r.ii. 

Col. B. Is the coast clear ? 

Flora. Yes, if you can climb; for you must get 
over the wash-house, and jump from the garden-wall 
into the street. 

Col. B. Nay, nay, I don't value my neck, if my in- 
cognita answers but thy lady's promise. 

\^Exennt Colonel B. and Floruy ii.H- 

Re-enter Felix, l.u.d. 

Fel. 1 have lain perdue under the stairs, till 1 
watched the old man out. — ( Violante opens the door.) 
— 'Sdeatli, I am prevented. \_Exity l.mI 

Re-enter Violante, l.h.d. 

Vio. Now to set my prisoner at liberty. — {Goes to 
the door where the Colonel was hid.) — Sir, sir, you 
may appear. 
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Re-enter Felix, li.u. following her. 

Fel. May he so, madam ? I had cause for my S4s- 
' picion, I hod. Treacherous wontah ! 

Ffo. Ha, Felix here ! Nay, then, all’s discovered. 

{Aside.) 

FeL {Draws.) Villain, whoever thoii art, come 
' out, I charge thee, and take the reward of thy adul- 
terous errand. 

Vio. What shall I say ? — Nothing but the secret 
; which I have sworn to keep can reconcile this quar- 
rel. (Aside.) 

FeL A coward! Nay, then, I’ll fetch you out. 
Think not to hide thyself; no, by St. Anthony, an 
altar should not protect thee. r.u.d. 

Fio. Defend me, heaven ? What shall 1 do ? I must 
discover Isabella, or here will l>e murder. (Aside.) 

Re-enter Flora, r.h.s.e. 

Flora. I have helped the colonel off clear, madam. 

l^Exity L.H. 

Vio. Say’s! thou so, my girl ? Then I am armed. 
llc-enter Felix, r.h.d. 

Fel. Where has the devil, in compliance to your 
$ex, conveyed him from my resentment ? 

Vio. Him, whom do you mean ? ray dear, inquisi- 
tive s|>ark— ha, ha, ha, will you never leave these jea- 
lous whims ? 

Fel. Will you never cease to impose upon me ? 

Via. Yon impose upon yourself, iiiy dear. Do you 
: think 1 did not si'C you? Yes, 1 did, and resolved to 
tout this trick upon you. 

Fed. Trick 1 

Vio. Yes, trick. I knew you’d take the faint, and 
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soon relapse into your wonted error. How easily your" 
jealousy is fired ! I shall have a blessed life with you. 

* l eL Was there nothing In it then, but only to try 
me ? 

Wont you believe your eyes ? 

Fel. My ey(is ! no, nor iny curs, nor any of my 
sejises, for they have all deceived me . — {Crosses to 
1^,11.) — Well, I am convinced that faith is as neces- 
sary in love as in religion ; for the moment a man lets 
a woman know her conquest, he resigns his sentses, 
and sees nothing but what sheM have him. 

Vw. And as soon as that man finds his love re- 
turned, she becomes as errant a slave as if she had al- 
r<‘ady saiil after the priest. 

lei. The priest, Violante, would dissipate those 
fears which c<iusc these quarrels ; w hen wilt thou make 
me happy ? 

Vio, To-morrow I will tell thee ; my Cither is gone 
for two or three days to my uncle’s; we have time 
enough to finish our aflatrs. — But, pr’ytliee, leave me 
now, lest some accident should bring my father. 

FeL To-morrow, then — 

Fly swiA, ye hours, and bring to-rnorrow on — 

But must J leave you now, ray Tiolante ? 

Via. You must, my Felix. We soon shall meet, to 
part no more. 

FeL Oh ! rapt’rous sounds ! Charming woman ! 

Thy Hords and looks have fill’d my heart 
With joy, and left no room for jealousy. 

Do thou, like me, each doubt and fear remove, 

And all to come be confidence and love. 

[^Exeunty Felixy jl.h. Violanity n.M. 


END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE l.—F'rederic' s House, 

Enter Fhlix and Fredkhic, u.h. 

FeL This hoiif has be(^n propitious ; I am reconciled 
o Violante, and you assure me Antonio is out of dan- 

pjT. 

Fredn Your satisfaction is doubly mine. 

Enter Lissardo, L.ii. 

EeL What haste you made, sirrah, to bring me word 
if Violnnte went home. 

Lis. 1 can give you very good reasons for my stay, 
iir.^Yes, sir, she went hoVne. * 

Fred. Oh ! your master knows that, for he has been 
there himself, Lissardo. 

Lis. Sir, may I beg the favour of your ear ? 

Fel. What have you to say ? 

( TViiispersj and Felix seems uneasy.) 

Fred. Ha ! P>lix changes colour at Lissardo’s news. 
— What can it be? 

Fel. A Scotch fool man, that belongs to Colonel Bri- 
ton, an acquaintance of Frederic’s, say you ? The 
devil ! — If Mile be false, by heaven I’ll trace her. 

{Whispers Lis. and semis him offy l.h.) 
— Pr’ythee, Frederic, do you know one 
Colonel Briton, a Scotchman ? 

F^red, Vcs. Why do you ask me ? 

FeL Nay, no great matter : but my man tells me 
that be has had some little ditierences with a servant 
of his, that’s ali. 

Fred. He is a good, harmless, innocent fellow ; 1 am 
sorry for it. The colonel lodges in my house ; 1 knew 
hint IcMTinerly in Eiighuid, and met him here by accident 
Bight, and gave him an invitation home. He is a 
gehtieman of g^d estate, l^esides his commission ; of 
excellent prin'ciples, and strict honour, 1 assure you. 
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Jfe/. Is he a man of intrigue ? 

^ Fred^ Like other meii^ I suppose. Here he comes. 

Fmier Covo'SKjj Bkiton, l.h. 

9 

colonel, I began to think I had U^t you. 

Col, B. And not vvif hoiil some reason, ifyou knew all. 

FeL There’s no danger of a line gentleman’s being 
lost in this town, sir. 

CoL B, That compliment don’t belong to me, sir— 
bull assure you 1 have been very near being run away 
with. 

Fred. Who attempted it ? 

CoL B, Faith, 1 know not — only that she is a charm- 
ing woman ; I mean as much as I saw of her. 

FvL My heart swells with apprehension. — (Aside*} 
— Some accidental rencounter ? 

Fred, A tavern, I suppose, adjusted the matter. 

CoL B, A tavern ? rsfo, no, sir, she is above that 
rank, I assure you ; this nymph sleeps in a velvet bed, 
and lodgings every way agreeable. 

FeL How ! a velvet bed ! — (Aside,) — 1 thought 
you said hut now, sir, you knew her not. 

CoL B, No more I don’t, sir. 

Fcl. How came you then so well acquainted with 
her bed ? 

Fred, Aye, aye, come, come, unfold. ’ 

Col, B. Why then you must know, gemtiemen, that 
1 was conveyed to her lodgings, by one of Cupid’s 
emissaries, called a chambermaid, in a chair, through 
fifty blind alleys, who, by the help of a key, let me 
into a garden. 

IfV/. ’Sdcath, a garden? This must be Violante’s 
garden. (Aside.) 

Col, B, FVom thence conducted me into a spacious 
room, told me her lady would wait on me presently ; 
so, without unveiling, modestly withdrew. 

Fel, Damn her modesty ! this was Flora. (Aside.) 

Fred, Well, how then,' colonel ? 

CoLB. Then, sir, immediately from another door 
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jssued forth a lady, armed at both eyes, from wlience 
such showers of darts fell around me, that had I not 
been covered with the shield of another beauty, I had 
infellibly fallen a martyr to her charms ; fer, yon must 
know, I just saw her eyes — eyes, ^lid I say ? No, wo, 
hold, 1 saw but one eye, though I suppose it had a fel- 
low equally as killing. 

^ FeL But how came you to see her bed, sir ? — 
Sdeath, this expectation gives a thousand racks. 

{Aside . ) 

Co/, B. Why, upon her maid’s giving notice her 
father was coming, she thrust me into the bed-chamber. 

Fel. Upon her father’s coining ? 

Co/. B. Ay, so she said; but putting my ear to the 
key-hole of the door, 1 found it was another lover. 

FeL Confound the jilt I ’Tvvas she, without dis- 

(Aside-) 

Fred. Ah, poor colonel ! ha, ha, ha ! 

Co/, j&, I discovered they had had a quarrel, but 
whether they were reconciled or not, I can’t tell ; 
for the second alarm brought the father in good ear- 
nest, aqd had like to have made that gentleman and I 
acquainted ; hut she found some other stratagem to 
convey him out, 

Fek Contagion seize her, and make her body ugly 
as her soul ! There is nothing left to doubt of now — 
*Tis plain ’twas she,— -(jPred. and CoL laugh.) — 
Sure he knows me, and takes this method to insult me, 
*Sdeatb, 1 cannot bear it ! A side.) 

JVerf. So when she had dispatched her old lover, 
a visit in her bed-chamber, ha, colonel ? 
JB. No, plague take the impertinent puppy, he 
my diversion, I saw her no more. 

““r/. Very fine I Give me patience, heaven, or 1 shall 
with rage, (Aside.) 

jtf* That was hard. 

I B. Nay, what was worse — But, sir, dear sir, 
do . hearken to this, — (To Fefia?*) — The nymph that 
itoroduced me, conveytKl me out again over the top 
hi^h wall, where I ran the danger of having my 
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neck broke^^ for the father, U seems, had locked the 
duol* by which I entered. 

^ jFeL That way I missed him. Damn her invention. 
— — Pray, colonel — (Co/, and Pel. laugh* 
ha,,ha, ha ! it’s very pleasant, ha, ha ! — was this the same 
lady you met upon the Terriero de Passathis morning ? 

CoL B. Faith, 1 can’t tell, sir; 1 had a design to 
know who that lady was, but iny d<j|sr of a footman, 
whom I had ordered to watch her home, fell feat 
asleep. I gave him a good beating for his neglect, 
and 1 have never seen the rascal since. 

Fred. Here he comes. 

Enter Gibby, l h. 

Col. B. Where have you been, sirrah 

Gibby. Truth, Ise been seeking ye, and lik yer ho- 
nour, these twa hoors and mair. 1 bring thee glad 
teedings, sir. 

CoL B. What, have you found the lady ? 

Gibby. Gude faith, ha’ I sir ; and she’s called 
Doniia Violante, and her parent Don Pedro de Men* 
dosa ; and, gin ye will gang wi’ me, and lik yer ho- 
nour, Ise make ye ken the hoosc right week 

Fel. Oh, torture, torture 1 (Aside.) 

Col. B. Ha! Vtolanie! That’s the lady’s name of 
the house where my incognita is : sure it could not be 
her ; at least it was not the same house, 1 am confident, 

^ (Aside.) 

Fred. Violante! ’Tis false; I would not have you 
credit him, colonel. 

Gibby. The dec! burst my bladder, sir, gin 1 lee. 

Pel. Sirrah, I say you do lie, and I ’ll make you ^ 
it you dog ; — (Kictcs Aim.)— and if your master 
justify you — ;•%’ ' 

CoL B. Not I, faith, sir. I answer for nobody’s Itids 
but my own. If you please, kick him again. 

Gibby. But gin he does, Ise na tak it, sir, gin he 
was a thousand Spaniards. ( Walks about in a passion.) 

CoL B. 1 owed you a beating, sirrah, and 1 am 
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to this gentleman for liiking the troiiblc off 
.jiby hands ; therefore say no more, d’ye hear, sir ? 

{Apart to Gibb^.) 

Clibbj/^ Troth de I, sir, and feel tee. 

< Fred. This must Ijc a mistake^ colonel ; for I kuow 
Violanie perfectly well, and 1 am eerlain she would 
not meet you upon the Terriero de Passa. 

, Cal. Don’t be too pasitive, Frederic. Now I 
have some reasons to bedieve it was that v(Ty lady* 

FeL You’ll very much oblige rae, sur, if you’d let 
me know these reasons. 

CoL B. Sir ! 

Fel. Sir, 1 say I have a right to inquire into these 
reasons you speak of. 

CoL B. Ha, ha ! really; sir, 1 cannot conceive Iiow 
you, or any man, can have a right to inquire into iny 
thoughts. 


in?/. Sir, I have a right to every thing that relates 
to Yfolaiifo. — ^And he that traduces her fame, and re* 
fijses to give his reason for’t, is a villain. {Draws.) 

Cal. M. What the devil have I been doing ? Now 
blisters on my tongue by dozens, {Aside.) 

Fred. Pr’ythee, Felix, don’t quarrel till you know 
&r what : this is all a mistake. I’m positive/ 

Cal. B. Look you, sir, that I dare draw my sword, I 
think will admit of no dispute.-^But though fighting's 
my trade, I’m not in love with it, and thiuk it more 
honourable to decline this business than pursue it.~ 
This may be a mistake: however, I’ll give you my 
honour never to have any atlair, directiv or indirectly, 
with Violante, provided she is your Violanfe ; but if 
MHiere should happen to be another of (hat name, 1 
Tiopo you will not engross all the Violante’s in 'the 

wiW* Your vanity has given me sufficient reason to 
iStlave I’m not mistaken. I’il not be imposed upon, 

«jir. 

Gad* Bn Nor 1 be bullied, sir. 


Bullied! ^Sdeath, such another word, and I’ll 
^^kmioH^YfvAU 
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Coh B. Are you sure of that, Spaniard? (JOraiiKc*) 

Gnbby. {Draws.) Say iia mair, iiion. lUy sali}^ 
hffre’s tna to twa. Diiina fear, sir, Gibby stonds ye 
for the honour of Scotland. (Vapours about*) 

Fred. {Interposes.) By St. Antliouy, you sha^n’t 
%(it on bare suspicion : be certain of the injury, and 

tlieii N * 

FeL That I will this monieut; atid then, sir— I 
hope you are to be found — 

Col. B. Whenever you please, sir. Felix^ l.h. 

Gibbi/. ’Sileatli. sir, there ne’er was a Scotsman 
M't that sliamed to show his flice. (Struts about*) 

Fred. So, quarrels spring up like mushrooms, in a 
minute. V iolante and he were but just reconciled, 
and you lufve fiu nished him with fresh matter of (ailing 
out again ; and I am certciiii, colonel, Gibby is in the 
wrong. 

Gibhu. Gill I be, sir,ihemon that laid me lecd ; and 
gin he did, the deel be my landlord, hell ray winter- 
quarters, and a ra{x; niy winding-sheet, gin 1 dee not 
lick him as lang as 1 can baud a stick in my bond, 
now see ;ye. 

CoL B* I am sorry for what 1 have said, for the 
lady’s sake: but who could divine that she was his 
mistress ? Pr’ythee who is this warm spark ? 

Fred. He is the son of one of our grandees, named 
Don Lopez de Pinieiitell, a very honest gentleman; but 
something passionate in what relates to his love. He 
is an only son, which may jierhaps be one reason fbr 
iiuhilgifig bis passion. 

Col. B. When parents have but one child, they either 
make a luadimm or a fool of him. 

Fred. He is iwt the only child ; he has a sister ; but 
I think, throngli the seventy ofhis lather^ who would 
lutve married her against her inclination, she has made 
her escape ; and notw itiistanding he has ofifered five 
hutidred pounds, he can get no tidings of her. 

Col. B. Fla! how long has she been missing? 

/red. Nay, but since la.st night, it seems. 

CotB. Last night? The very time \-^( Aside.) — 
^ I low went she? 
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Pred, Nobody can tel! : they conjecture through 
the window. 

Gff. Jtf. I’m transported ! This must he the lady 1 
cau^t. — {Aside*) — What sort of a woman is she ? 

JFred, Middle-sized, a lovely brown, a line poutino- 
Itp, eyes that roll and iaiiguLsli, and seem to speak the 
exaalsitc pleasure her arms could give. 

CoLB* Oh! 'I am fii-ed with the description! — 
*Tis the very she. — (v4ride.)— What’s her name ? 

Fred. Isabella. — You are transported, colonel. 

Col, B* i have a natural tendency in me to the flesh, 
thou know’st ; and who can hear of charms so exqui- 
site, and yet remain unmoved ? — Oh, how I long for 
the appointed hour! I’ll to the Terriero dc Passa, 
and wait my happiness ; if she fails to meet me, I’ll 
once more attempt to find her at V^iolante’s, in spite of 
her brother’s ieaJoiisy. — {Aside,) — Dear Frederic, I 
beg your pardon, but 1 had forgot 1 was to meet a 
gpitiemaa* upon business at five ; I’ll endeavour to 
dispatcb. him, and wait on you again as soon as possible. 

Fred* Your humble servant, colonel. {_Fxity r.h. 

CoL B* (jribby, I have no business with you nt pre- 
sent. [Exit^ L.H. 

Oibb^, ’That’s weel. Now^ will I gang and seek 
this loon, and g;ir him gang with me to l)on Pedro’s 
boose. — iSin lieil no gang of himself, I’se gar iiiiii 
gang by the lug, sir. Godswarbit, Gibby hates a lee. 

[jEJjrr'f, R.ii. 

SCENE n.— Violant€^s Lodgings. 

Enter Violante and Isabella, l.h. 


iin- T^e hour draws on, Violaiite, and now my heart 
be^is to fail me ; but I resolve to venture, for all that. 
What, does your courage sink, Isabella r 
Isa* Only the force of resolution a little retreated ; 
but ni rally it again, for all tliat. 
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Enter Flora, l.h. 

Flora. Don Felix is coming up, madam. 

My brother ! which way shall 1 get out ? — 
Dispatch him as soon as you can, dear Violante. 

[Exit into the closet, ii.if* 

Vio. I will. 

Enter Fklix, in a surly humour^ 

KVlix, what brings you back so soon ? did I not say 
to-morrow ? 

Fvl, My passion chokes me ; 1 cannot speak— -*Oti ! 
I shall burst ! (Aside. Throws himself into a cAair.) 

Via. Bless me, are you not well, my Felix? 

Fel. Yes — no — I don’t know what I am. 

Vio. Hey-day ! What’s the matter now ? Another 
jealous whim ! 

FeL With what an air she carries it ? — I sweat at 
her impudence'!. (Aside^) 

Vio. If 1 were in your place, Felix, I’d choose to 
stay at home when these fits of spleen are upon me, and 
not trouble such persons as are not obliged to bear with 
them. ( Here he affects to be careless of her.y 

Fel. I am very sensible, madam, of what you mean ; 
1 disturb you, no doubt ; but were I in a better hu«- 
niQur, I should not incommode you less; 1 am but too 
well convinced you could easily dispense with my 
visit. 

Vio. When you Ijehave yourself as you ought to do, 
no company so welcome ; but when you reserve me finr 
your ill-nature, I wave your merit, and consider what’s 
due to myself. — And I must be so free to tell you, 
Felix, that these humours of yours will abate, if liot 
absolutely destroy, the very principles of love. 

Fel. (itises-) And 1 must be soiree to tell you, 
madam, that since you have made such ill velutns to 
the respect that 1 have paid you, all you do shall be in- 
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different ^ me for the future; aiul you shall find me 
abandon your empire with so little difficulty, that I’ll 
convince the uorld your chains are not so hard to 
break, as your vanity would tempt you to believe. — I 
cannot brook the provocation you give. 

^ (Crosses to R.i:,) 

Vio^ This is not to be borne — Insolcrd ! You abari< 
don 1 You ! Wlymirvc; so oftenforbade over to see me 
more! Have you not fallen at my feet ? Implored iny 
favour and forgiveness ? Did you not trembling wait, 
and wish, and sigh, and swear yourself into rny heart ? 
Ungrat€?ful man ! if iny chains are so easily broke, as 
you pretend, then you are the silliest coxcomb living, 
you did not break ^'mlong ago ; and I must think him 
capable; of bnxiking any thing, on whom such usage 
could make no impression. (Crosses to r.h.) 

Fel. I always bsdieved, madam, my weakness was 
the greatest addition to your power ; you would be 
less imperious, had my inclination been less forward to 
oblige you. — You have, indeed, forbade; me your sight, 
but your vanity even then assured you I would return, 
and 1 was fool enough to feed that vanity — Your eyes, 
with all their boasted charms, have acquired the great- 
est glory in conquering me. And the brightest pas- 
sage of your life is, w'ounding this heart with such 
arms as pierce but few persons of my rank, 

( Walks about in a great passion.) 

Fio. Matchless arrogance ! True, sir, I should have 
kept measun^s betti*r with you, if the conquest had been 
worth preserving: but we easily hazard what gives us 
no pain to lost'. — As for my eyes, you are mistaken 
if you think they have vanquished none but you, there 
are men above your boasted rank, who have confessed 
their power, when their misfortune in pleasing you 
made them obtain such a disgraceful victory. 

(Crosses to 

JPel. Yes, madam, I am no stranger to your victories. 

Fto« And what you call the brightest passage of my 
li^, is not the. least glorious part of yours — 

(Crosses to r.h.) 
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* FeL Ha, ha, doiiH put yourself in a passion, ma**' 
danf, for I assure you, after this day, I shall you 

’trouble. — You may meet your sparks on the Ter* 
riero de Passa, at four in the morning, without the least 
reg^d to me; for when 1 quit your chamber, the 
world shan’t bring me back. 

Via. 1 am so well pleased with your resolution, 1 
don’t care how soon you take your learre.— But what 
you mean by the Terriero de Passa, at four in tho 
morning, 1 can’t guess. 

Fel. JVo, no, no, not you— You were not upon the' 
Terriero de Passa, at four this morning I 

Vio. No, I wasiiot ; but if I was, I hope 1 may walk 
where I please, and at what hour I please, without 
asking your leave. 

F(J, Oh, doubtless, madam I and you might meet 
Colonel Briton there, and afterwards send youremi^-^ 
sary to fetch him to your house— and upon your &•* 
ther’s coming in, thrust him into your bed-chamber— 
without asking my leave. ’Tin no business of hiiiie, 
if you are exposed among all the footmen in towiw-^ . 
nay, if they ballad you, and cry you about at a hiill^ 
lienny a-piece— they may without my leave. , 

{Crosses to 

Flo. Audacious I provoke me— don’t ; mjrrics 

putation is not to be malted with— (Gowig up to Mm.) 
--at thitiafo^No, sir, ft is not— (JSorits into teoft^y 
— Iohun«iMr.FoUx I — On, Isabella, what a train of ills 
thou hasf^btvmght on me ! "(Aside, ) 

FeL Hal 1 cannot bear to see her weep — woman's 
tears are for more fat^ than our swords.— 

Oh, Violante — ’Sdeatbi What a dog am I ? Now have- 
I nopowerlostir..«^l)ostthouiiot knowenichapeiabii 
ns Colonel Briton? Pr’ytbee tell didst not than 
meet him at four this mottiiitt upon the Terrimo de^ 
Passa? 

Fib. Were it not to 

answer thee, thou blaoh>h!V^ ^ cannot bear 

to be reproached with ww leveil Idnrii to think of, 

D 



THJE weimiEii. 

muQh jMi tD act. By heaven, 1 have not seen (he 
Terriero 4e Passa this day* , 

Did not a Scotch ibotman attack you in the^ 
stieet neither, Violante ? 

Yes : but he mistook me for another, or he 
was drunk, 1 know not whicn* 

JFeL And do vou know this Scotch colonel ? 

Via, Pray mk me no more questions^ this night 
shall clear my reputation, and leave you without ex- 
cuse for your base su^icions More than this 1 shall 
not satis^ you, Ihereiore pray leave me. 

F'eL Didst thou ever love me, Violante ? 

Vio* rU answer nothing.— You were in haste to be 
gone jurt now ; 1 should oe very well pleased to be 
alone, sir. ^She sits down^ md tutm aside.) 

feL I shall not long intarrupt your contemplation. 
—Stubborn to the last* (^Aside - ) 

Via* Did ever woman involve herself as 1 have 
done? {Aside ) 

Now wosdd I give one of my eyes to be friends 
with her ; forsonieifliing whispers to my soul she is not 
giiQty.— pauses^ then puUs a chasr^ eekd 
$its her at a HtUemkaneef looking alt her some time 
mUhmt speaking^ then draws a Utile nearer io her .) — 
Give me your Sand at paitii^; 4towever, Violante, 
wont you ?~( JYe la^ hn Aana^on Aer' knee several 
Wont ybu^-^oot ybu ? 

Vfo. (MWr^arding UInO Worn t 
FeL You know what I would have^ Vieiiu(e. OR ! 
my heart*" , ^ ' 

Fto. (Smt/et.) 1 though my chains were easily 
broke* (Mws h^ handinhis.) 

{Draws his thair fdote ia ner^ mnd hissfes her 
Aoud m a miptiut*>} Too waM thra knowest thy 

heart wall thy 

owai l Forgive hasty p^oii, ’tis the transput of 
jmeeoe I Ofc I 1 

sfe^'^a^niaitogel a new wheel 


N 
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F'io, Bless ni€^, my fiitber returned! Wtiut thail we 
do now, Felix ? We are ruined past reden^tion* 

JFel, No, noy no, my love ; 1 can leapfrom the closet 
window /tuns io tAe door where JsaheUais, who 
closes it, and boUs herself m.)~C}o»fusion ! somebody 
bolls the door withinside* I’ll see who you havO 
concealed here, if 1 die for|t. Oh, Violante, hast 
thou a^in sacrificed me to my rival {Draws,) 

Vto. By heaven, thou hast no rival in my heart ! let 
that suffice^Nay, sure you will not let my father find 
you here — Distraction ! 

Fel. Indeed but 1 shall, exce|it you command this 
door to be o(>enec1, and that way conceal me from his 
sight. {He strugp^les with Act to come at the dbdr.) 

Vio. Heaur me, Pelhl^Though I were sure the 
refusing what ypu .ask would separate its for ever, 
all thairs powerltil yoa shall nol enter 'her^. £fther 
you do love me, or you do not. Goavinoe me by your 
obedience. . 

JW. That's sot . the raaltm in ddiinlew-^l will Imow 
who is.iwtliis do«et, let the coiiieqpteiice‘’be what it 
will. Nay, nay, nay, you strive in vain ; 1 mU|<o in. 

Vio. You raiaU not go iii. ' 

£nter jp$|it PsDKO, i^^h. 

Pei. Hey-day ! Wbat’a here to ? *‘;lwillgiohi,” 
and go in”-*eHid;‘^I; wdH' go in’*—- 

Whyj.wilo-iaii.you*.,*^.?*' •■•Ov 

Pd. *^eathj shall I say now?' - X^eide.) 

Pei, Ocm Felix, fohr business in my 

house? Ha,sir.;,..v«,j. 

Pto.. Qh» sir l urliil^UlhMcle leturaed you haesh-se 
soon ? S<Hue angel ’ttMs ithair biougMi4i^ fittber hlicfc 
to snecour the dsdreithd Thb raflN^ -he, I ckniMif 
call him gei>tle>na nr 4 ^ w e <)^iptnhted swdi an nacom- 
mini radeaeas,.as the oiae(^|^ihi6^taiwei«tch wiemidhe 
ushamed to own.. to my 

closet?"* 

Pel. Devotions ! 

* o2 
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Via, I Jheard a loud knocking at my door, mixe<i 
with a woman’s voice, which seemed to imply she was , 
in danger. I flew to the door with the utmost speed, 
where a lady, veiled, rushed in upon me, who, fhlling 
on her knees, begged mv promotion from a gentlen^an, 
who, she said, pursued her. 1 took compassion on her 
tears, and locked her in this closet ; but, in the sur- 
prise, having left ojien the door, this very person 
whom you see, with his sword drawn, ran in, pro- 
testing, if 1 refused to give her up to his revenge, he’d 
force the door. 

Fel, WhM in the name of goodness, does she mean 
to do? hang met cAside.) 

Fio- I strove with him till I was out of breath, and 
had you not come as you did^rlm must have entered — 
Bnt he’s in drink, 1 suppose, or he could not have 
been guilto.ofsucn an indecorum. (Signs to Felix.') 

Pm. I’mamaised I 

. Fd. The devil joever failed a woman at a pinch ; — 
vtliat e tale his die fltnned in a ^muaite-^ln drink, 
qiiotha,! a good hint; l’U>lay hold dn’t to bring my- 
sdf (Aside.) 

Ped. Fie, Don Feli^x t No sooner rid of one broil, 
but you are commienci^ another.. To assault a lady 
with a naked sword denlgatei’fPBch/rom the charac- 
ter of a gentleman, 1 assure yon; 

J’Wt WWt I assault 

a ladyl DpOn mmoup the lady assa|dted|»b sir, and 
would haVe thh hady politic king’s 

hi^way^-^l^ hei^come od^.md ileiiy h,# she can. 
— thuy, sir, commfuid Jh#j|iO||i^^ld.be.|i^eci^ and let 
heqywove.me a liar, if shel^SilJl^owi,.^;^ 

PiS^ Aye, aye,: who doubfeyhlh'lr*»^P«9l 
viohtnte, and niitlm lady Ceme^A warrant 

'.No, mL,| won||^^^Hit'dBar <aoat«re.-->rNow 
'Wl^|.wa|' ‘ {Aside.) 

■■■ -madam : * 

nimesamli dMw y<mr v«l — I’ll convey you 

out with ssl^y, car tose my life. I hoiie she under-^ 
stands me. • (Aside.) 
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, Re-enter Isabei<1.a, n.u.n. veiled^ apAo crotses the 

stage. 

J . J ^ 

Isa. Excellent girl ! [Esiip 

FeL The devil ! a woman ! IMl see if she be really 
so. (^iside,) 

Vio. Get clear of my father, and follow me to the 
Terrierode Passa, wheriali mistakes shall be rectified. 

{Apnri to Felixy and Esnty Ia.ii , — Felw offers to 
follow her*) 

Ped. iDraws his mord*) Not a |rtep» «ir, till the 
lady be past your recovery ; I never suffer the laws of 
hospitality to be violated in my house, stn^Come, 
sir. you and I will take a pip(^ and bottle to^la^r. 

jfc/. Damn your pipe, and damn your Ddde! I 
hate drinking .and imoking — ^and bow will you help 
yourself, (dd Whiskers. 

Ped* Am to smoking or driiiktng, you have yofwr 
liberty ; but you shall stay, sir. ' 

Fee. But i wont stay ; for 1 don^t like your com- 
pany : besides, 1 have the best reason in the worid 
iny not staying. 

Ped. Ayel What> th%t? 

Fel. Why, I a«i to be narrird ; and 
b>e. ^ /"V 

Red. To^lKl'-imarrltid i 

drtmk,Fpc|"- ... ■ '-'^V '' ' 

Fei. Umi^ I Willie. d4^?t think I’d 

f > to be married if { w^titiber^Bht draok or sober, 
am going to be all that ; and tf you trout 

belietce me» 'to.'.«od|iitd|l'ji^ l’iL"ebotr.y0ii'.tj|||j^. , 
tract, oid giatdteB!W#V’!i;>5:i:'i;;>“ : ' : ^ ■■ ■‘-'I' ..> , 

show you the' iwryMMRw^e tlW'.t^i.;'' 

JP^.' XStiads.y I', 

go — ^pray go and be 
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FeL Yes, ycb, I’ll go— I’ll go and be roamed ; but 
)rtia*n’t we take a bottle first? 

Fed* No, no — pray, dear sir, go and be married. 

JPW, Very well, very well ; — (Going *) — ^but 1 insist 
upon your taking one glass, Iboiigh. * 

Pea* No, not now— some other time. — Consider, 
the lady waits 

Fei* What a*crosa old fool I First he will, and then 
he wont $ and then he will, and then he wont. 

{jiside^ and Exity 1 .. 11 .) 


Enter n SeniraKT, 1..11. 

Sero* Here’s Uon Lo|k'z de Pimciitell, to wait on 

you sdlgnior* 

Ped* What the devil does he want? (fe is not 
going to be married, too — bring him up. 

[£^4n7 Servant^ 

he^s in pursuit of his son, I siip(io8e. 

Enter Dow JLopez, l.h. 


JLop* I am glad to find you at home, Don Pedro ; 1 

Iras told that you was seen upon the road to this 

^ileniooif. 

Ptd* That might be,, nty lord's I had tjie misfortune* 
10 break tile wheel of myohariot, which obliged roc to 
retunt-^What i« your pfaswsufe with me, my lord ? 

Lop* 1 din injwmed that my daughter is in your 
house. 

Ped* That’s more than I khOW, my lord; but here 
don^ just now, as diltMib a» m eii||>eror. 

drunk I I never aaw him In drink in 

w%m ^ p»^y> ^ ^ 

Gone to be ON^kci. ^ 

MaMs^l Toi#WMt i don*t know that he 

'1^ thal— but Tin sure 

hh jMhwi^ mt the there { 
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Bid my daughter come hither ; sbe*U tell you anoHliftr 
story, my lord. 

Serv She*8 gone out in a chair, sir. 

Ped. Out in a chair ! What do you mean, sir if 

Serv^ As IdaVy sir; and Donna l«ibella, went in 
another, iust before her. 

LfOp. Isabella! 

Sen). And Don Felix followed in another ; I over-, 
heard them all bid the chairs go to *iht Terriero de 
Passa. 

Ped. Ha ! what business has my daughUYlher^ ? I 
am confounded, aud know not what to tbiiik—- Within 
there. 

Lop. My heart misgives me plaguil^--<-<}aU me an 
alguazil, 1*11 pursue them straight. lEjeeutii^ 

SCENE Uh^The Street before Don Pedro* $ 
House. 

Enter Lissaboo^ b.h 

Lis. I wish I could sec FIora-->lVtethiiiks 1 have an 
hankering kindness after the stut-^^We must be tecoti>* 
oiled. R ** 

Qibby. Aw my tml, sIVi but Ise Wythe to find 70 
here now. 

Lis. Ila I bfolharhglvc me thy hand, boy* . 

Gibhy. Na $e ftuii, ee ye me— Sretbec rtie m we- 
ih(^rs ; I scorn a lee as mnokle as a thief, se fb 
and VC must gang {htaj this house with me, an4 
to Donna Vtolante^s fikte, IhM she was the lady 
gang'd in here this $00 ye Wpa* or the deet fip 
my sol, sir, but ye and ( Aatt 

Lis. Justify it to Bhwiia«V!eiante%l||^ tPtdtlti ; 

* for what ? sure you don*t know what yoil say. 
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Oihbu. Troth, dr I, &tr, aa weel aa ye de ; therefore 
i^nme afonir* and make no moir words about it. 

Xat. Vviiy,What the devil do you mean ? Dont* you 
ooMidder you Ate in Portugal ? is the follow mad i 

Fellow ! fse noneof.yer fellow, sii : and gin 
the place Vere hell, I’d gar yc de me justice.-^lLts- 
sarw gofog’J — Nay, the deel a feet ye gang ! 

hold df fumy and knocliS at the dooty 
jLfo. Ha! Don Pedro himself; I wish T weic foirly 
off. {Ande . ) 


Enter Ddn Pboro^ i:..h. 

Prds How now i what mahes you knork so loud ’ 

O&by. C^in this he Don PedroV houw, ah , I would 
speak with Doana Violante, his daughter. 

Pei. Ha! trhat is it you want with my daugbtci, 
pr«? 

QUd^. An she be your daughter^ an lik yer honour, 
comniand her to come out, and answer for herself 
now, and either justify or disprove what this checid 
told me this morn. 

Z4s. S(K here •will boa dne piece of work. (A stele,) 

Ped. Why, what he did tell you, ha i 

OUbbjf. By my sol, sir, Ise tell you aw the truth ; my 
aaastargota pratfylady upon thehon-de-call’t — possa 


this ill-nsronved tpiefe, so yg **^3 k stored who she 
was>-and ha told me her name was Donna Tioiante, 
Don Pedro de Mendoaa’s daughter. 

Ped, Ha ! my daughter wjtt a man, abroad at five 
i» t|m Homing, Death, heU, |bd fbries 1 By St. An- 

ondonn* 

Wonnds, sir^ jre pal yer saint intul bony 

*\nid.^VVho k yonr thillMH, yea deg yon ? 

ypplNiBm'i *l!PMiBi,mr, don’t call munes 

1 nay iiMp^ 
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Ped. And whomm you, rascal, that know my dangh* 
itT so well ? Ha ! 

{To ld$$ardo, a»d hofding up ht$ roite.) 
All's. What sbatt 1 say to make him give this ilcotcb 
dog a good beating ?— (.inside.)— I know your daqgb* 
tei^ senior ? Not 1 ; I never sawyour daughter in all 
my life. • 

Gibb^. {Knocks him down with his fist.) Ddel, ha 
ray sol, sar, gin ye get no yourcarich for that loenow. 
Pedf What, boa I Where are all my servants ? 

Knter t^oLovai. BaiTON, Fklix, IsabulIiA, and 
VlOLANTB, a.H. 

Raise the house in pursuit of my daughter. 

Cof. B. Hey-day ! What’s here to do ^ 

Gibbjf. This is the loon-like tik, and lik your honour, 
that sent mee beam with a lee this mom. 

Fef. This is a day of jubilee, Ussardo ; noquanrel- 
ling with him this day. , „ . 

Lis. A plagne take his fists.— Bgad, these Britons 
are but a n ora and a blow. 


Enter Don Lopes, u.m. 

Lop. So, have I found you, dadghter? Then you 
have not hanged yoursdf, yet, 1 see. 

CoL B. But she is mariM^ toy lord. 

Lop. Marriedl Bounds, to whom? , . 

Cm. B. JBven to your bninble servant, my lord, li 
YOU please to rive w your Messing. ( Kneels*) 

Wb,. ““ 

*5?- ?7S'i 

cjf. B An honest North Brhon, by birth, and a 
colonel, by oommioioia, m had. 

{ffofds up his hands.) 
Ped, She has played you a slippery ttjfck, indeed, 
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my lord l—WcU, my girl, thou hast been to see thy 
firiend married.— Next week thou shalt have a better 
husband, my dear. (7’® ^olante.) 

Fel. Next week is a little too aoon, sir j I Iwrpc to 
live longer than that. 

Ped. What do you mean, sir? You have not nlade 
a rib of r»y daughter too, have you ? 

Pio. Indeed, bnt he has, sir, I ki»w not how ; but 
he took me in an unguarded minute— when mj 
thoughts were not over strong fbr a nunnery, &ther. 

l 4 op. Your daughter has play ed you a slippery trick, 
too, seignior. , , . 

Ptd. But your son shall never be the better for t, 
my lord ; her tv onty thousand pounds was left on 
certain renditions, and I’ll not part with a shilling. 

Lop. But we Imve a oertain thing called law, shall 
make you do justice, sir. 

P^. Well, we’ll try that— any lord, much good 
may it do witn your daughter-in-law. 

Lop. 1 wish you much joy of your rib. 

[jEseunt Pedro, t..u. and Lopes, b.u. 

iSitter Frbdbbic, b.h. 

Pei. Frederic, welcome ! — I sent fi>r thee to be par- 
toker of my haflpiness ; and jway give me leave to 
introduce yon to tho cause of it. 

FVed. Your messenger has told me all, and I sin- 
cerely share in all your happiness. 

Col JB. To the right-about, Frederic- wish thy 
friend joy. 

Pud. 1 do, with all my soul; and, madam, I con- 
gratulate your deliverance.— (To IsaheUa.) — Your 
suspicions are cleared now, I hope, Felix ? 

Pel. They aft j and I heartily ask the colonel par- 
don. and wish him happy with my sister $ for love has 
taught me to know, that every man’s happiness con- 
sists in choosing for himsdlf. 

Lis. After tmt rule, 1 fix here. (To Flora.) 
Flora, Tbai^B your mistake; 1 prefer my lady’s 
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service, and ttirn you over to her that pleaded right 
and title to you to-day. 

JLfis. Choose, proud fool ; I sha’n’t ask you twice. 
Gibby. What say ye now, lass ; will ye go yer hand 
to poor Gibby ? ( To Inis.) 

Inis, That I may not leave my lady — I take you at 

{ our word — ^And though our wooing ^has been short, 
’ll by her example, love you dearly. 

Fef, Now, my Violante, 1 shall proclaim thy virtues 
to the world. 

Let us no more thy sex’s conduct blame, 

Since thouVt a proof to their eternal lame. 

That man^ias no advantage but the name. [^Eseunt, 
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Tiik Castle Spectre nolhuig more than a romance drawn ont 
?nto scene* * !, and may lie rcrkoned unionist the best of its kind; 
still it is a fiction that could at no time have been real ; it wears the 
^'olonr of no |>enod , ilie tif l.iirifs, witclii***, and spectres as 

a whole is boauiiful, Imt / t:wtx lias here drawn oQ the jirr<»«,c<.r part 
only ; then* is faiu-Y m his roiii.inee, but not that beauty which 
arises from propriety and pi‘o]Mirtioii. I'hc; fact is he imitated the 
w'orse jiarts of Geniian literature ; and what is dark and terrible 
with them, hecoines too often {luerile with him ; Unit he was inti- 
mately acquainted with German literature may be proved by 
many borrowed incidents. For instance, in the Monk the 
whole story of the “ Hleciling Nun,’* is borroweil, and much of 
the laiig’ua:^*-* too from a talc in the Volksmarchen (Popular talcs,) 
called, if we remember rightly, Die Entfiihrnn^ (The Rape,*)-— 
the catastrophe of the Monk Ambrosio is ulniost word for word" 
from a tale in f'eit ff'eber's Saf'en der Vorzeit, (I'ales of other 
Times^ called DieTeeful's Beschworunj;’, the callinj'- up of the devil. 

The hini'iia^c of the pre-^eut play contrary to J ewix's general 
prose style, which is pure and simple, is heavy and bombastic ; 
there appears to be a perpetual effort after the grand and the terri- 
ble, which as constantly degenerates into the bathos ami the ridi- 
culous. The plot has strong interest, hut it is the interest of mys- 
tery, for it tells a tale that belong’* neither to the present nor to 
any past period. Ills knights and his fool seem more like modern 
representatives, dressed up to play a part, than realities, and in 
truth they play their parts but badly. £ari Oxtnnnd is an amor- 


* This word comes nearest to the German, though not precisely 

f the same import. — Entf'hbruug, signifies the forcible abduction; 

or carrying off a woman. 
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ous tyraiit, who makes love upon the rack anti in dungeons ; and 
Angela who is said to have all simplicity, is a perfect heroine, 
brandishing tlic dagger and speaking j>ure romance ; yet even they 
are surpassed l»y the I'alker^ who sorrows as no man ever sorrowed ; 
while Hass'an refines uptm refinement, and revenges as no inari ever 
did revenge. 

With all these defects, Lewis was an acrompli-shed scholar, and 
possessed unboun'ded fancy ; the fatal rock, on which his good quali- 
ties have hceii shipwrecked, is his deficiency of taste ; he had ener- 
gy, he had humour, he had iiiiaginatiou, and even his errors claim 
our lenity, 

Matthew Gregorv Lewis, was the son of the Deputy Secretary 
at War, uud was horn al)out the year 1774. While on his travels 
he wrote his celebrated romance of ttie “ Monk." On the death 
of his father he succeeded to a hatwUome patninoiiy, part of which 
ronsisied in VVe>t India property. He resided in the Albany when 
in London, and lived in rather a retired manner. But the latter 
years of his life were priueipally j)assed in travelling. He had visited 
the Continent, and twice made the voyage to the West Indies, iii 
returning from whence he died on shipboard about three iiiouthi<- 
ago. In person, Mr. Lewi-, was sin.ill and tvell formed ; his conn- 
teuarice was expressive; his manners gentlemanly; and his con- 
versation agreeable. 

As a Dramatist, his works are as follow ; — Ullage Dr. F. 

— The Minister^ T. — Castle spectre ^ 1). — Holla, T. — 7'tte Twins, F- 
— East Indian^ C, — Adelmorn, Rom. — Alfonso, T . — The Captive, 
Mono Drama — Harper's Daughter, T. — Hat^antino^ Mel. Dr. — 
Adelgitha, T. — fVood Daemon, Rom. Mel. Dram. — f\:nojii,T» — One 
o'clock, O . — Rich and Poor, O — ^The two last pieces he altered 
from his *• Wood Daemon," and East Indian.’* 


Stage Directions, 


By H.H is meant Right Hand, 

Left Hand. 

Second Entrance. 

U.E Upper Entrance. 

M.D Middle Door. 

D.P., Door in Flat. 

Right Hand Door. 

L H.Dc ....Left Hand Door. . 



PROLOGUE. 


SPOKKN BY MR. WROlTGJlTON. 


Far from the haunts of men, of vire the foe, 

'File moon-.sti i;ck fhil*l of genius and of woe. 

Verged jii caeli ina^fie spell and dear to fame, 

A fair en^•hantr*^‘^s dweiU, Roinariee her name. 

She loathcH the sun. or hlax:iii;j taper's light; 

'The inof’u-heanTd laiulsc'ape .\nd (eiiipestnous night. 
Alone she; loves ; and oft, i»>ith fchiiiiiiering 
Near graves new open’d, or inidsl dungeons damp; 
Drear forests. ruiiiM aisles, ami haunted tov\ers. 
Forlorn she ro^es, and rave** tvvay the hours ! 

Atioii, when storms howl loud, and lash the deep. 
Desperate she rliinbs the sea-roekN heetling steep ; 
There wildly strikes her har[*’% fantastic strings. 

Tells til tilt* moon how' grief her bosom wrings ; 

And while her straiigf* Tong**haunts (set itioiis 1 11s, 

In wouiidLd hearts Oblivion’s balai d. ‘■tills, 

A youth, w'ho yet has liv’d erioiigli to know 
That life Las thorn>^, and taste the cup of woe. 

As late near Coiiw'ay’s litrie-howetl tower-s lie stray'd. 
Invok'd this bright cnthiisireit’s leagif aid. 

His prayer w a*' heard. With arms and bosom bare, 
Kyes fia>-hiii ' firo, looi,^ robes, and streaming hair. 

Her heart all angui'sh, and her soul all flame. 

Swift as iiJ*r thoMght.s, the lo> ely inariiae came! 

High heavM her hrea ts, which stnn'gling passions rent^ 
As prest to give ‘^oine fear-fraught mystery vent : 

And oft, W'lfh anxious glance and altered face, 

Trent hling with terror, she relaxed her pace. 

And stop! ! and listened ! — Then with hurried tread 
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Onwards again slie rushed* yet backwards bent tier head* 
As if from murderous swords or following fiends she fled. 

Soon as near Conway’s walls l^er footsteps drew. 

She bade the youth their ancient state renew. 

Eager he sped the fallen lowers to rear : 

*Twas done, and Fancy bore the fabric here. 

Next choosing from great Shakspear’s comic school. 

The gossip crone, gross friar, and gibing fool — 

These, with a virgin fair and lover brave. 

To our young author’s care the enchantress gave ; 

But charged him, i^re he hless’d the brave and fair. 

To lay th* exulting villain's bosom bare. 

And by the torments of hi.s conscience show. 

That prosperous vice is but triumphant woe 1 
The pleasing task, congenial to his sou]. 

Oft from his own sad thoughts our author stole : 

Blest he his labours, if with like success 
They soothe their sorrows whom 1 now address. 

Beneath this dome, should some afflicted breast 
Mourn slighted talents, or desert opprest. 

False friendship, hopeless love* or faith betray’d. 

Our author will esteem each toil u*er-paid* 

If, while his muse exerts her livelier vein. 

Or telU imagin’d woes in plaintive strain. 

Her flights and fancies make one smile appear 
On the pale cheek, where trickled late a tear ; 

Or if her fabled sorrows steal one groan* 

Which else her hearers would have given their own. 



EPILOGUE. 

SPOKKN MY MRS. J^ORHAN* 


OsiwoND by this arrived at Charon’s ferry. 

My honour saved, and dad alive and merry ; 

Hither 1 come the public doom to know. 

Milt fome not uiicompell’d — the more's my woe ! 
li’eii now, (oh ! pity friends, iiiy hard mishap !) 

My shoulder felt a Mow-street runner's tap. 

Who, while 1 shook with fear in every limb, 

7'hus spoke, with accent stern, and visage grim— 

“ Mistress 1” cpioth he, ** lo me it given in trust is, 
li'o bring you straight before our lamed justice ; 

For, know, *tis said, to night, the whole town o’er, 
Vou've kill'd one Osmond, alias Barrymore.—*’ 

The fellow’s mad 1” ’twas thus amaz'd, f spoke ; 
Hord, sir ! I murder’d Osmond for a joke. 

This dagger, free from blood, will make it certain. 

He died but till the prompter dropp'd the curtain ; 

And now, well pleas’d to quit this scene of riot. 

The man’s gone home to sup in peace and quiet !” 
Finding that all J said was said in vain. 

And Towiisheiid still his first design maintain, 

J thought 'twere best to fly for shelter here. 

And heg my generous friends to interfere. 

But though the awkward nature of iny case 
May spread some slight confusion o'er my face^ 

No terrors awe my bosom. I’ll assure yQ ; 

Just is my cause, and Knglish is my jury 1 
Besides, it must appear, on explanation. 

How very ticklish was my situation. 

And all perforce, his crimes when 1 relate, . 

Must own that Osmond well deserv’d his fate. 
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He heeded not papa*s pathetic pleading^ ; 

He stabb’d maiiiuia — which was extreme ill-breeding j 
And at !iis feet for mercy when I sued. 

The odious wretch, I vow, was downright rude. 

Twice his hohl hands my person dared to touch I 
Twice ill one day ! — ’Twas really once to much I 
And therefore justly fill'd with virtuous ire. 

To save my honour, and protect my sire, 

1 drew my knife, and in his bosom stuck it ; 

He fell, you clapp'd — and then he kick’d the bucket I 
So perish stdl the wretch, whose soul ran know 
Selfisli delight, while causing others woe ^ 

Who blasts that joy, the sweetest, God has given, 

An<] makes an hell, where love would make au heaven 
Forbear, thou lawless libertine! nor seek 
Forc'd favours on that pale averted cheek : 

If thy warm kisses <‘ost bright eyes one tear. 

Kisses from loveliest lips arc bought too dear-— 

Unless those lips with thine keep playful measure. 

Anil that sweet tear should be a tear of pleasure ! 

Now as for Osmund — at that villain's name 
1 feel reviving wrath my soul iiillaine ! 

And shall one short and sudden pang suffice 
To clear so base a fault, so gross a vice ? 

No ; to your bar, dear friends, for aid J fly ! 

Bid Osmond live again — again to die ; 

Nightly with plaudits loud his breath recall. 

Nightly beneath my dagger see him fall. 

Give him a thousand lives— and let me take them ail ! 



Co^ttimr 


OSMOND. 

Hlaok velvet old EntfltsU jacket, trunks and cloak, pufTed with 
scarlet fiatni, lined with scarlet, trimmed with ^old embroidery ; 
*and russet boots. — 2nd dress. A brocaded mornius ^owii, 

PEk( Y. 

A ^FLv cloth tiinick and paiitaluons^ irimnied with black ^.illoon, 
r'is«5et boots, brown beaver hat, black feather. Second dres»— 
Orcen old Kri^iish jacket* cloak and trunks, with orange pufl'>, 
trimmed with Sliver embroidery, ,a rich breast- plate, black velvet 
liat, plume of white feathers, buff leather gauntlets, russet boots, 
lace ruff round the neck. 

KENRIC. 

A brown old English jacket, cloak and trunks, light blue satin 
embroidered with gold, and russet boots. 

IIASSAN, MULEY, SAIB. 

Green flys, tnmiiieil with sable iur, white vests and trowsers, 
red slippers, and while turbans. 

MOTLEY. 

Touchstone’s dress. 

FATHER PHILIP. 

A black friar’s gowti, rope, beads, russet sandals, flesh coloured 
stockings, 

ALLANw 

A drab colour old English dress, trimmed with black, 

FIAROLL). 

A buff cloth old English dress, trimmed with green braide. 

EDRIC. 

A fisherman's blue jacket, Gurrisey shirt, petticoat trowsers, 
small round hat, and fibherman’s boots. 

REGINALD. 

A dark brown old English tuiiick, a dark drab clcth drapery, 
bound round the waist with curd, flesh legs and arras, rtj|^ig|^^n- 
daiM — the dress very much worn and tattered. 

SOLDIERS. 

Old English jackets and breeches of scarlet cloth, steel breast 
plates, and spears. 

ANGELA. 

Spangled muslin dress. 

ALICE. 

Black open gown, trimmed, point mi stuff petticoat, black hood* 

SPECTRE. 

•White muslin dress, large gauze drapery. 





yjs it was Oi tg^innllt^ acted, 

Osmond Mr. Rarrymore. 

JResrinald Mr. Wroiig^hton. 

Percy Mr. Kemble. 

Father Philip Mr Palmer. 

Motley Mr. Bannister. Jun. 

Kenrtc ...'. Mr. Aiekin, 

Saib Mr. Truman 

JHassnn Mr Duwtou, 

Muley Mr. Davis. 

Slavic Mr» Wentworth. 

Allan Mr. Packer. 

Edric Mr. WathciJ. 

Harold Mr. Gibbon. 

Angela Mrs. Jordan. 

Altce Mrs. WaJeot. 

Evilina Mrs. Puvvell* 


Drury- lane. Covent-^arden. 

Osmond Mr, llae. Mr. Voung. 

lie^inald Mr. Pope. Mr. Murray, 

Percy Mr. Barnard. Mr. Abbot. 

Father Phihp Mr. Guttie. Mr. Egerton. 

Motley Mr. Harley. Mr. Blanchard. 

Kenric Mr Carr. Mr. Claremont. 

^aib Mr. Coveney. Mr. I’reby. 

Hassan Mr. PenJey. Mr. Slade r. 

Muley Mr. Smith. Mr Jefferies. 

Alaric Mr, Evans. Mr, Louis. 

Allan Mr. Maddocks. 

Edric Mr, Minton. Mr. Atkins. 

Harold Mr. Buxton. 

Angela Mrs, Robinson. Miss Bristow* 

Mrs, Sparks. Mrs. Kennedy. 

Evelina Mrs. Knight, Mrs. Powell. 


2Lime of Hepretimtation. 

The time this piece takes in representation, is two honrs ami 
fifty minutes. The first act occupies the space of thirty 
inimites the second, thirty-five the third, thirty-six;— the 
fourth thirty-four and the fifth, thirty-five. The half price 
commences, geugrally, at ten minutes before nine o’clock. 



THE CASTLE SPECTRE. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Grove. 

Filter Father Philip and Motley, through Gaie, 

R.U, 

F. PhiL Never tell me ! — I repeat it, you are a 
follow of a very scandalous course of life ! But what 
principally offends me is, that you pervert the minds of 
the maids, and keep kissing and smuggling all the 
pretty girls you meet. Oh ! fyc ! fye! 

(Crosses to r.h.) 

]\]ot. I kiss and smuggle them ? St. Francis forbid ! 
Lord love you, father, ^tis they who kiss and smuggle 
me. I protest I do what I can to preserve my modes- 
ty ; and 1 wish that archbishop Dunstan had heard the 
lecture upon chastity which I read last night to the dairy- 
maid in the dark ! he’d have been quite edided. But 
yet what does talking signify ? The eloquence of my 
lips is counteracted by the lustre of my eyes ; and really 
I the little devils are so tender, and so troublesome, that 
Vm half angry with nature for having made me so very 
' bewitching. 

F. PhiL Nonsense ! nonsense ! 
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CASTLE SPECTRE* 

Mot, Put yourself in my place suppose that a sweety 
smiling rogue, just sixteen, with rosy cheeks, sparkling 
eyes, pouting lips, &c. — 

F, Phil, Oh, fye ! fye ! fye ! — To hear such licen- 
tious discourse brings the tears into my eyes ! 

Mot, I believe you, father ; for 1 see the water is 
running over at your mouth ; which puts me in mind, 
my good father, that there are some little points which 
might be altered in you still better than in myself : such 
as intemperance, gluttony — 

F. PhiL Gluttony ! Oh ! abominable falsehood ! 

Mot. Plain matter of fact ! — Why, will any man 
pretend to say th it you came honestly by that enormous 
belly, that tremendous tomb of fish, flesh, and fowl ? 
And, for incontinence, you must allow yourself, that 
you are unequalled. 

F.Phil. 1 !— 11— 

Mot. You ! you I — May 1 ask what was your busi- 
ness in the beech grove the other evening, when I 
caught you with buxom Margery, the miller’s pretty 
wife? Was it quite necessary to lay your heads together 
so close ? 

F. Phil. Perfectly necessary : I was whispering in 
her ear wholesome advice, and she took it as kindly as 
I gave it. 

Mot. So you was, faith, father ; you gave it with 

S iir lips, and she took it with hers — Well done, father 
ilip I 

F. Phil, Son, son, you give your tongue too great a 
license. 

Mot. Nay, father, be not angry : fools, you know, 
are privileged persons. 

F, Phil. I know they are very useless ones ; and, 
in short, master Motley, to be plain with you, of all 
fools 1 think you the worst ; and for fools of all kinds 
l*vc ail insuperable aversion. 

Re^ly ? Then you have one good quality at 
and 1 cannot but admire such a total want of self* 
i {Bell rings, r.h.) But, bark 1 there goes the 
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the dinner-bell — away to table, father. — ^Depend upon’t 
the servants will rather eat part of their dinner un-> 
blessed, than stay till your stomach conies like Jonas’s 
whale, and swallows up the whole. 

F, Phil. Well, well fool ; I am going ; but first let 
me explain to you that my bulk proceeds from no indul- 
gence of voracious appetite. No, son, no— little sus- 
tenance do 1 take ; but St. Cuthbert’s blessing is upon 
me, and that little prospers with me most marvellously. 
Verily the saint has given me rather too plentiful an 
increase, and my legs are scarce able to support the 
weight of his bounties. \Exit^ r.h. 

Mot. He looks like an overgrown turtle, waddling 
upon its hind fins I Yet, at bottom, ’tis a good fellow 
enough, warm hearted, benevolent, friendly, and sin- 
cere ; but no more intended by nature to be a monk, 
than 1 to be a maid of honour to the queen of Sheba. 

(Going, R.H.) 


Jitter Percv, l.h. 

Per. I cannot be mistaken — In spite of his dress, 
his features are too well known to me ! Hist ! Gilbert ! 
Gilbert ! 

Mot. Gilbert ? Oh lord, that’s 1 1 — ^Who calls ? 

Per. Have you forgotten me ? 

Mot. Truly, sir, that would be no easy matter ; I 
never forgot in my life what 1 never knew. 

Per. Have ten years altered me so much that you 
cannot — 

Mot. Hey ! — can it be — Pardon me, my dear lord 
Percy. — lu truth, you may well forgive my having 
forgotten your name, for at first I didn’t very well re- 
member my own. However, to prevent further mistakes, 
1 must inform you that he who in your father’s service 
was Gilbert the knave, is Motley the fool in the service 
of earl Osmond. 

Per. Of earl Osmond This is fortunate. Gilberf, 
you may be of use to me ; and if the attachment which 

• B 2 
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as a boy you professed for me still exists — 

Mot. It does with ardour unabated, for Tm not so 
unjust as to attribute to you my expulsion from Aln- 
wick castle : but now, sir, may 1 ask, what brings you 
to Wales ? 

Per. A woman whom 1 adore. 

Mot, Yes, I guessed that tlic business was about a 
petticoat. Aik] lliis woman is — 

Per, The orphan ward of a villager, without friends, 
without family, without fortune ! 

Mot, Cii eat points in her favour, 1 must confess- 
And which of tiiesc excellent qualities won your heart ? 

Per. I iiope 1 ^ad better reasons for bestowing it on 
her. No, Gilbert ; I lov^ed her for a ])erson beautiful 
without art and giaeeful without aflectation, for a lieart 
tender without weakness, and noble without pride. 1 
saw her at once beloved and reverenced by her village 
companions ; tliey looked on her as a being of a supe- 
rior order : and I fell, that she who gave such dignity 
to the cottage maid, must needs add new lustjc to the 
coronet (if tlie Percies. 

Mot, From winch 1 am to understand that you mean 
to marry this rustic ? 

Per. Could 1 mean otherwise I should blush for my- 
self- 

Mot, Yet surely the baseness of her origin — 

Per. Can to me be no objection : in giving her my 
hand I raise her to my station, not debase myself to 
hers ; nor ever, while gazing on the beauty of a rose, 
did I think it less fair because planted by a peasant. 

Mot, Bravo ! — And what says your good grumbling 
father to this ? 

Perm Alas ! he has long slept in the grave. 

Mot. Then he’s quiet at last ! Well, heaven, grant 
him that peace above which he suffered nobody to en- 
joy below. But what obstacle now prevents your mar- 
riage ? 

Perm You shall hear. — Fearful lest my rank should 
in^ence this lovely girl’s affections, and induce her to 
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bestow her liand on the noble, while she refused her 
lieart to the man, 1 assumed a peasant’s habit, and 
presented myself as l^dvvy the low-born and the poor. 
In tills cluiractei I gained her heart, and resolved to 
as counters of Northumberland, the betrothed of 
.Kdwy the low born and the poor ! Judge, then, how 
great must have been my disappointment, when, on 
entering her guardian’s cottage with this design, he 
informed me, that the unknown, who sixteen years before 
liad confided her to his care, had reclaimed her tin that ^ 
very morning, and conveyed her no one knew whither. 

Mol, That was unlucky. 

Per. However, in spite of his precautions, have 
traced (he sti'anger’s course, and find him to be Kcn- 
ric, a dependant upon call Osmond. 

Mot. Surely ’tis not lady Angela, vvho — 

Par, The very same ! Speak, iny gt>od lellow’ ! do 
you know her ? 

Mot, Not by your dc'^cription ; for here she’s un- 
derst >od to be the daughter of sir Malcolm Mowbray, 
jiiy in. ister’s deceased friend. And what is your pre- 
sent intention ? 

Per, 'I’o demand her of the earl in marriage. 

Mot, Oh ! that will never do : for in the tirst place, 
you’ll not he able to get a sight at him. I've now bved 
with him five long years, and till Ainjchi’s arrival, never 
witnes>ed a guest in the castle. — Oh I *tis the most 
melancholy mansion ! And as to the eail, hc’sliie very 
antidote to mirth : none dare approach him, except 
Kenrie and his four blacks — all others aic ordered to 
avoid him ; and whenever he quits his room, ding ! 
dong ! goes a great bell, and away run tlie servants 
like so many scared rabbits. 

I*er. Strange ! — and what reasons can he have 
for — 

31ot. Oh! reasons in plenty. You must know there’s 
an ugly story respecting the last owners of this castle. 
Osmond’s brother, his wife, and infant child were 
murdered by banditti, as it was said : unlutkily the 
I B 3 . 
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only servant who escaped the slaughter deposed^ that 
he recognised among the assassins a black still in the 
service of earl Osmond. The truth of this assertion 
was never known, for the servant was found dead in 
his bed the next morning. 

Per, Good heavens ! 

Mot, Since that time no sound of joy has been heard 
in Conway-castle. Osmond instantly became gloomy 
and ferocious ; he now never utters a sound except a 
sigh, has broken every tie of society, and keeps his 
gates barred unceasingly against the stranger. 

Per, Yet Ang<da is admitted — But no doubt affec- 
tion for her father — 

Mot, Why, no ; I rather think that affection for 
her father’s child — 

Per, How ? 

Mot. If IVe any knowledge in love, the earl feels it 
for his fair ward ; but the lady will tell you more of 
this, if I can procure for you an interview. 

Per. The very request which — 

Mot, ^Tis no easy matter, I promise you ; but I’ll do 
my best. In the meanwhile wait for me in yonder 
fishing hut — its owner’s name is Edric ; — tell him that 
I sent you, and he will give you a retreat. 

Per, Farewell, then, and remember that whatever 
reward — 

Mot. Dear master, to mention a reward insults me. 

, You have already shown me kindness ; and when ^tis 
in my power to be of use to you, to need the induce- 
ment of a second favour would prove me a scoundrel 
undeserving of the first. [Ejrity r.h. 

Per. How warm is this good fellow’s attachment ! 
Yet our barons complain that the great can have no 
friends I If they have none, let their own pride bear 
the blame. Instead of looking with scorn on those 
whom a smile would attract, and a favour bind for ever, 
miany firm friends might our nobles gain, if they 
liimtd but reflect that their vassals are men as they are, 
Iplrhave hearts whose feelings can be grateful as their 



CASTLE SPECTRE. 


7 


SCENE IL— The Castle-Hali. 
l^nter Saib, l.h. and Hassan, r.h. 

Sail), Now, Hassan, what success ? 

Has. My search has been fruitless ? In vain have I 
paced the river’s banks, and pierced the grove’s deepest 
recesses. Nor glen nor thicket have I passed unex- 
plored, yet found no stranger to whom Kenric’s de- 
scription could apply. 

Sail). Saw you no one ? 

Has. A troop of horsemen passed me as I left the 
wood. 

Saib. Horsemen, say you ? — ^Then Kenric may be 
' right. Earl Percy has discoved Angela’s abode, and 
lurks near the castle, in hopes of carrying her off. 

Has. His hopes then will be \ riin. Osmond’s vi- 
gilance will not easily be eluded — sharpened by those 
powerful motives, love and fear.* 

Saib. His love, L know ; but should he lose Angela, 
what has he to fear ? 

Has. If Percy gains her, every thing! Supported 
by such wealth and power, dangerous would be her 
claim to these domains, should her birth be discovered. 
Of this our lord is aware ; nor did he sooner hear that 
Northumberland loved her, than he hastened to re- 
move her from Allan’s care. At first I doubt his pur- 
pose was a foul one ; her resemblance to her mother 
induced him to change it. He now is resolved to make 
her his bride, and restore to her those rights of which 
hiiubelf deprived her. 

Saib Think you the lady perceives that our master 
loves her ? 

Ha^. I know she does not. Absorbed in her own 
passion for Percy, on Osmond she bestows no thought, 
and, while roving through these pompou*^ halls and 
chambers, sighs for the Cheviot- hills, and Allan’s 
humble cottage. 

t Saib, But as she still believes Percy to be a low- 
fi 4 
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born swain, when Osmond lays his coronet at her feet, 
will she reject his rank and splendour ? 

Has, If she loves well, she will. Sail), I too have 
loved ! 1 have known how painful it was to leave her 

on whom my heart hung ; how incapable was all else 
to supply her loss 1 1 have exchanged want for plenty, 
latigue for rest, a AATCtched hut tor a s[)Iendid palace. 
Hut am 1 happiei ? O no ! Still do i regret iny native 
i.ujd, and the partners of luv poverty. Then toil was 
iweet to me, for I laboured forSarnha! then repose 
ever blessed niy bed of leaves, for there by my side lay 
Samba sleejung. 

Sail), This Irom you, Hassan ? — Did love ever find 
i place in your jiinty bo‘;orn ? 

Has. Did it r Oh Saib ! my heart onee was gentle, 
j?iee was good ! But sorrows have broken if. insults 
have matie it hard ! 1 have been dragged fioiii my na- 

tive land, from a wife who was every thing to me, to 
whom I was eva'ry thing ! Ihventy-years liavc elapsed 
'^ince these ciirtstiare- tore me away ; they trampled 
upon my heart, mocked my despair, and, when in 
frantic terms 1 raved of Sa<nh i, laughed, and wondered 
how a negro soul couM feel ! {Crosses to f-.n.) In that 
moment, wlien the last point of yVfric.'i faded from my 
v iew, wlicn as I stood on the vessel's deck I felt that 
all I loved was to me lost for ever, iii that hitter mo- 
tnent did I banish Jjumanity ffom niy breast- I tore 
from my arm the bracelet of Samba's hair; 1 gave to 
the sea the precious token, and while the high waves 
swift bore it from me, vowed aloud, endless hatred to 
mankind. 1 have kept my oath, I will keep it ! 

{Crosses to n.H.) 

Saib, 111 starred Hassan ! your wTongs have indeed 
been great. 

Has. To rcmeinhcr them unmans me. — b\arcwcll ’ 
1 must to Kcnric Hold ! — Look, where he corner 
from Osn'ood’s chamber ! 

Saib. And seemingly in wrath. 

Has, His conferences with the earl of late liave had 
no other end.. The period of his fav<jur is arrived. * 
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fSaU), Not of his favour merely, Hassan, 
lIoA^ ? Mean you that — 

Sfiib, Silence ! He's lu re ! you hljall know more 
anon. 


l^hitcr Kenric, r.h. 

Ken. Ihiii^nitefnl Osmond, I will l)ear your ingrati- 
tude no longer. Now, Hassan, found you the man 
des<*rihcd ? 

Has. Nor any that resembled liim. 

Kcii. that I saw J^ercy, I am convinced. As I 
crossed him in the wood, his eye met mine. He started 
as had l\c seen a basilisk, and fled with rapidity. Rut 
J will submit no longer to this ])ainful <lef)endence. 
'I'o-rnorrow, for the last time, will ] summon him to 
perform his promise : if he refuses, I will hid him 
farevNcll for ever, and, by my absence, Irce him from a 
restraint c(|ually irksome to myself and him. 

Sail). VVill you so, Kcnric ? — Be speedy then, or you 
will he loo late. 

Kea, 'Poo late ! And wherefore ? 

Sail). You will soon receive the reward of your ser- 
vices. 

Kca^ Ha ! Know you what the reward will be ? 

Sail). 1 guess, but may liot tell. 

Ken. Is it a secret? 

Saib. Can you keep one ? 

Ke.)i. Faith full V ! 

Saib. As faithlully can I. Come, Hassan. 

{Exeunt^ r . h . 

Ken. What meant the clave ? Those doubtful 
cxprcssioiis — Ha ! should the earl intend me false — 
Kcnric ! Kemie ! liow is Ihy nature changed ! There 
was a tiujc when b ar was a stranger to iny Tuxsom — 
when, guiltless myself, I dreaded not art in others. 
Now, where’er 1 turn me, danger appears to lurk ; and 
1 suspect treachery in every breast, because my own 
licart hides it. [Exit^ e.n. 
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Enter Father Philip, followed by Alice, r.h. 

jP. Fhil. Nonsense ! — ^You. silly woman, what you 
say is not possible. 

Alice. 1 never said it was possible. I only said it 
was true ; and that if ever I heard music, I heard it 
last night. 

F, Phil. Perhaps the fool was singing to the ser- 
vants. 

Alice. The fool indeed ? Oh ! fye ! fye ! How 
dare you call my lady’s ghost a fool ? 

F. Phil. Your lady’s ghost! — You silly old woman! 

Alice. Yes, father, yes; I repeat it, I heard the 
guitar lying upon the oratory table play the very air 
which the lady l^velina used to sing while rocking her 
little daughter’s cradle. She warbled it so sweetly, 
and ever at the close it went — {Singing.) 

** Lullaby ! Lullaby ! hush thee, my dear ! 

Thy father is coming, and soon will be here ! 

F. Phil. Nonsense 1 Nonsense ! — Why, pry’thee, 
Alice, do you think that your lady’s ghost would get up 
at night only to sing Lullaby for your amusement ? — 
Besides, how should a spirit, which is nothing but air, 
play upon an instrument of material wood and cat-gut ? 

Alice. How can I tell ^ — Why, 1 know very well 
that men are made ; but if you desired me to make a 
man, I vow and protest 1 shouldn’t know how to set 
^put it. I can only say, that last night 1 heard the 
of my murdered lady — 

F. Phil. Playing upon the spirit of a cracked guitar ! 
Alice ! Alice 1 these fears are ridiculous ! The idea of 
ghosts is a vulgar prejudice ; and they who are timid 
and absurd enough to encourage it, prove themselves 
the n^st contemptible — 

*1fece. {Screaming.) Oh ! Lord bless us ! 

‘^hil. What ?— Hey !— Oh ! dear 1 

Look ! look ! — A figure in white ! — ^It comes 
the hauifted room ! 
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JF. PhiL {Dropping on his knees.) Blessed St. Pa- 
trick ! — Who has got my beads ? Where’s my prayer 
book ? — It come^^ ! — it comes 1 — Now ! now ! — Lack- 
a-day^ it’s only lady Angela ! (Itising.) Lack-a-day ! 
I’m glad ol' it with all my licart ! 

Alu.e. 'fruly so am I. — But what say you now, fa- 
ther, to the feai of spectres ? 

JF, Phil, Why, the next time you are afraid of' 
a ghost, remember and make use of the receipt which 
1 shall now give you; and instead of calling for a 
priest to lay the spirits of other people in the red-sea, 
call for a bottle of red-wine to raise your own. Proba- 
tum est. \_Kxit, l.h. 

Alice, Wine indeed ! — I believe he lliinks 1 like 
drinking as well as himself. No, no ! Let the old 
toping friar take his bottle of wine ; I shall confine 
myself; to plain cherry brandy. 

Enter Angela, r.h. 

Ang, I am weary of wandering from room to room; 
in vain do I change the scene, discontent is every 
where. 1’here was a time wdien music could delight 
ray ear, and nature could charm my eye : — when I 
could pour forth a prayer of gratitude, and thank my 
good angels for a day unclouded by sorrow ! — Now all 
is gone, all lost, all faded ! {Aside,) 

Alice, Lady ! 

Ang, Perhaps at this moment he thinks upon me ) 
Perhaps then he sighs, and murmurs to himself, ^‘The 
flowers, the rivulets, the birds, every object reminds me 
of my well -beloved; but what shall remind her of 
Edwy ?” — Oh ! that will my heart, Edwy ; I need no 
other remembrancer \ [,Aside,) 

Alice. Lady 1 lady Angela ! She minds me no more 
than a post 1 

Ang, Oh ! are you there, good Alice ? What would 
you with me ? 

Alice. Only ask how your ladyship rested ? 

• B 6 
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^ng. Til I very ill ! 

Alice, Lack-a-dny 1 and vet you sleep in tbe best 
bed ! 

Ang, True, f^ood Alice 1 Jjiit my heart’s anguish 
strewed thorns upon my couch of down, • 

Alice, Marry, I’m not surpris’d that you rested ill in 
the cedar-room. Those noises so near you — 

Ang, What noises ? I heard none. 

Alice, How? — When the clock struck one, heard 
you no music ? 

Ang, Music 1 — None. — Not that I Stay ! now 

T remember that 'vhile J sat alone in my chamber this 
morning — 

Alice. Wcdl, lady, well I 

Aug. Methouglit 1 heard some one singing ; it 
seemed as if the words run thus — {Shiging,) “ Lul- 
laby ; Lullaby ! hush ilice, my dear 1” v* 

Alice, {Screaming,) The very words I — It was the 
ghost, ladv ! it was the ghost ! 

Ang. The ghost, Alice ! I protest I thought it had 
been you. 

Alice, Me, lady ! — Lord, when did you hear this 
singing ? 

Ang, Not five minutes ago, wliile you were talking 
with father Philip, 

Alice, The lord be thanked ! — Then it was not the 
ghost. It was I, lady ! it was I ! — And have you heard 
no other singing since you came to the castle ? 

Ang, None, But why that question ? 

Alice. Because lady — — But perhaps you may be 
frightened ? 

Ang, No, no 1 — Proceed, I entreat you ! 

Alice. Why, then, they do say, that the chamber in 
which you sleep is haunted. You may liave observed 
two folding doors, which are ever kept locked : they 
lead to the oratory, in which the lady Evelina passed 
most of her time, while my lord was engaged in the 
Scottish wars. She would sit there, good soul ! hour 
after hour, playing on the lute, and singing airs so 
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sweet, so sad, that many a lime and oft have I wept to 
hear licr. Ah ! when I kissed licr hand at the castle- 
gate, little did I suspect that her fate would have been 
so wretched ! 

• An^, And what was her fate ? 

Alice, A sad one, lady 1 Impatient to embrace her 
lord, after a year’s absence, tlie countess set out to 
meet him on his return from Scofland, accomjtanied 
by a few domestics and her infant daughter, then scarce 
a twelvemonth old. But, as she returned with her 
husband, robbers surprised the party scarce a mile from 
tlic castle ; and since that lime no news lias been re- 
ceived of the earl, of the countess, the servants, or the 
ciiild. 

An^, Dreadful ! Were not llieir corses found ? 

Alice. Ncvei ! The only domestic who escaped, pointed 
out the scene of action ; and as it proved to be on the 
iiv'er\s hanks, doubtless the assassins plunged the bodies 
into the stream. 

Ang, Strange ! And did earl Osmond then become 
owner of this castle r — iVlice ! was lie ever suspected 
of — 

Alice, Speak lower, lady ! It was said so, I own : 
hut for my own part 1 never believed it. To my cer- 
tain knowledge Osmond loved the lady Evelina too 
well to hurt her ; and when he heard of her death, he 
wept, and sobbed as if his heart were breaking. Nay, 
^tis certain that he proposed to her before marriage, 
and would have made her his wife, only that she liked 
his brother better. But 1 hope you're not alarmed by 
what 1 mentioned of the cedar-room ? 

Ang, No, truly, Alice ; from good spirits 1 have 
nothing to fear, and heaven and iiiy innocence will 
protect me against bad. {Crosses to l.h.) 

Alice. My very sentiments, I protest ! But heaven 
forgive me ; while I sta id gossipping here, I warrant all 
goes wrong in tlie kitchen ! Your pardon, lady s I must 
away ! I must away ! [Kxit^ l.h. 

Ang. {Musing.) Osmond was his brother's heir 
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His strange demeanour ! — Yes, in that gloomy brow is 
written a volume of villany ! — Heavenly powers ! an 
assassin then is master of my fate ! — An assassin too 
who — I dare not bend my thoughts tiiat way ! — Oh ! 
would 1 had never entered these eastle walls I — ^had 
never exchanged for fearful pomp the security of my 

pleasures — the tranquility of my soul I [^Exit^ l.h. 
« 

END OF ACT I. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I . — The Armoury. — Suits of Armour are 

arranged on both sides upon Pedestals^ with the 

N^ames of their Possessors written under each. 

Enter Motley, j»ef/nwg, l.h. 

The coast is clear ! — Hist ! Hist ! — You may enter. 

Enter Percy, l.h. 

Per. Lioiter not here. — Quick, my good fellow ! — 
Conduct me to Angela ! 

Mot. Softly, softly ! A little caution is needful, 
and I promise you just now I’m not upon roses. 

Per. If such are your fears, why not lead me at once 
to Angela? 

Mot. Be contented, and leave all to me ; I will 
contrive matters so that Osmond shall have you before 
his eyes, and be no jot the wiser — but you must make 
up your mind to play a statue for an hour or two. 

Per. How ? 

Mot. Nay, ’tis absolutely necessary— the late earl's 
servants are fully persuaded that his ghost wanders every 
night through the long galleries, and parades the old 
towers and dreary halls which abound in this melan- 
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clioly mansion. He is supposed to be drest in com- 
plete armour ; and that which you are to wear at pre- 
sent was formerly his. Now hear my plan. The earl 
prepares to hold a conference with lady Angela ; here 
piaccd upon the pedestal you may listen to tlicrir dis- 
course unobserved, and thus form a proper judgment 
both of your mistress and her guardian. As soon as it^ 
grows dark, 1 will conduct you to Angela’s apartments : 
and even should you be observed, you will pass for earl 
Reginald’s spectre. 

Per. 1 do not dislike your plan : but tell me, Gilbert, 
do you believe this tale of the apparition. 

J\Tol. Oh ! Heaven forbid 1 Not a word of it. Had 
1 minded all the strange things related of this castle, I 
should have died of fright in the first half hour. — Why, 
they say, that earl Hubert rides every night round the 
castle on a white horse ; that the ghor»t of lady Bertha 
haunts the west pinnacle of the chapel-tower ; and 
that lord Hildebrand, who was condemned for treason 
some sixty years ago, may be seen in the great- hall, 
regularly at midnight, w^alking about without his head. 
Above all, they say that the spirit of the late countess 
sits nightly in her oratory, and sings her baby to sleep. 
Quick, quick, ere the servants quit the hall, where 
they arc now at dinner — {Takes down a suit of arm^ 
our.) Here’s the helmet — the gauntlets — the shield. 
— So now, take the truncheon in your hand, and there 
we have you armed cap-a-pee. — {Bell sounds thrice.) 
— Hark ! tis the earl; quick, to your post . — {Percy as^ 
cends the pedestal.) Farewell — I must get out of his 
way, but as soon as he quits this chamber, i’ll rejoin 
you. [JS'a’iY, r.h. 

{The folding doors are thrown open; Sat by Has-- 
sany Mulei/y and Alaric enter y preceding earl Osmondj 
tv ho walks with his arms foldedy and his eyes bent 
upon the ground. Saib advances to a sofuy into which, 
after making a few turns through the roomy Osmond 
throws himself. He motions to his attendants, and 
they withdraw* He appears lost in thought ; then 
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siiddenh/ r?ses^ and again traverses the room with 
disordered 

Osm, 1 will not sacrifice niy happiness to hers ! No, 
Angela, you ask of me too mucli. Since the moment 
when 1 pierced her heart, deprived ol whom life be™* 
came odious ; ^itlc*emy soul was stained with his blood 
wlio loved me, with hers whom 1 loved, no form has 
been grateful to my eye, no voice &j)oken pleasure lo 
my soul, save Angela’s, save only Angela’s i — Mine 
she is, mine she sliall be, though Reginald’s bleed- 
ing ghost flit before me, and thunder in my ear 
— “ Hold! H< M 1 ” — Peace, stormy heart! She 
comes ! 


Enter Axgki.a, R,n. 

0.s’?yi, {In a softened intice.) Come hither, Angela. 
Wherefore so sad ? That downcast eye, that listless 
air, neilher suit your age or fortunes. The treasures 
of India are lavished to adorn your person 5 yet still do 
1 see you, forgetting what you are, look baek with re- 
gret to wliat you weie I 

Atig, Oil f my good lord, esteem me not ungrate- 
ful ! 1 acknowledge your bounties, but they have not 
made me happy- 1 still linger in thought near those 
scenes wliere 1 passed the blessed jicriod of infancy ; 
1 still thirst for those simple pleasures whicli habit has 
made so dear. ’Fhe birds which my own hands reared, 
and the flow^ers which rny own hands planted ; the banks 
on which 1 rested when fatigued, all have acquired 
rights to my memory end iny love 1 

Osm. Absurd ! 

Ang. While 1 saw you, Cheviot Hills, 1 was happy, 
oh I how happy ! At morn when 1 left my bed, liglit 
were my spirits, and gay as the zephyrs of summer ; 
and when at night my head again pressed my pillow, 
1 whispered 10 myself, happy has been to-day, and 
to-morrow will be as happy !” Then sweet was my 
sleep ; and my dreams were of those whom 1 loved 
dearest. 
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Osin. Romantic cntluisiast 1 These thoughts did 
well for the village maid, but disgrace the daughter of 
Sir Malcolm Mowbray : hear me, Angela ; an English 
baron loves you, a nobleman than whom our island 
bV)asts few more potent. ’Tis to liim that your hand 
is destined, 'tis on him that your heart must be be- 
stowed. 

Ang, I cannot dispose of that vvhich has long been 
anothcr*s — My heart is Edwy's. 

Osin, Edwy’s > A peasant’s ? 

Ang lA^r tiu‘ obscurity of his birth chance must be 
blamed ; the ineril of his virtues belongs wholly to 
himself. 

Osm. l>y Heaven you ^eem to think that poverty is 
a virtue ! 

Ang, Sir I tliink ^tis a misfortune, not a crime : 
Edwy has my nliglited faith 5 fie received it on the 
last evening wiiieh I [)‘issed in Northumberland. It was 
then that for the first time I gave him my liand, and 1 
swore that I never would give it bui to him ! it was 
then that for the fiist time he piessed his lips to mine, 
and J swore that my lips should never be pres^-ed by 
another ! 

Osm. Girl ! girl ! you drive me to distraction ! 

Ang Your alarm me, my lord ! Permit me to re- 
tire. — [Goings Osmond detains her violently by the 
arm,) 

Osm, Stay ! — {In softer tone,) Angela ! 1 love you. 

Ang, {^Starling,) My lord I 

Osm, {Passiunate/y,) Love you to madness! — Nay. 
strive not to escape : remain, and hear me ! I offer 
you my hand ; if you accept it, mistress of these fair 
and rich domains, your days shall glide away in happi- 
ness and honour ; but if you refuse and scorn my otter, 
force shall thi*;. instant — 

Afig, Force ? Oh 1 No ! — You dare not be so base ! 

Osm, Reflect on your situation, Angela ; you are in 
niv power — remember it, and be wise ! 

Ang, If you have a generous mind, that will be my 
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surest safeguard. Be it my plea, Osmond, when thus 
I sue to you for mercy, for protection ! look on me 
with pity, Osmond ! ’Tis the daughter of the man you 
loved, ^tis a creature, friendless, wretched, and forlorn, 
who kneels before you, who flies to you for refuge !-^ 
True, I am in your power ; then save me, respect me, 
treat me not cruelly ; for — I am in your power ! 

Osm. 1 will heav no more. Will you accept my 
offer ? 

^ng. Osmond, I conjure you — 

Osm. Answer my question 1 

j4ng, Mercy ! Mercy ! 

Osm. Will you be mine ? — Speak ! Speak ! 

Ang. {After a nwme'tifs pause^ rises^ and pro- 
flounces with firmness,) Never, so help me heaven ! 

Osm, (Seizing her,) Your fate then is decided ! 
{Angela shrieks,) 

Per. — {In a hollow t^oiee ,) — Hold ! 

Osm. (Starts^ but still grasps Angela's arm.)— 
Ha ! what was that ? 

Ang. {Struggling to escape.) Hark ! hark !— 
Heard you not a voice ? 

Osm. {Gazing upon Percy.) It came from hence ! 
— From Reginald ! — Was it not a delusion ? — Did in- 
deed his spirit — {Relapsing into his former passion.) 
Well be it so ! though his ghost should rush between 
us, thus would 1 clasp her — horror ! What sight is 
this ! — (At the moment that he again seizes Angela, 
Percy extends his truncheon with a menacing gesture, 
and descends from the pedestal, Osmond releases 
Angela, who immediately rushes from the chamber 
at R.H.D. while Percy advances a few steps and re- 
mains gazing on the earl steadfastly .) — 1 know that 
shield ! — that helmet ! — Speak to me, dreadful vision! 
—Tax me with my crimes ! — ^Tell me, that you come 
—Stay! Speak! — {Following Percy, who, when he 
reaches the door, through which Angela escaped, 
turns, and signs to him with his hand. Osmond 
starts back in terror .) — He forbids my following !— 
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He* leaves me ! — The door closes — (in a sudden hurst 
of passion^ and drawing his sword.) — Hell, and 
fiends ! I’ll follow him, though lightnings blast me ! 
— (He rushes distractedly from the chamber^ R.ri.D.) 

SCENE Ih—The Castle-Hall. 

Enter Alice, R.m 

Alice. Here’s rudeness ! here’s ill-breeding ! On my 
conscience, this house grows worse and worse every day ! 

Enter Motley, l.h. 

Mot^ What can earl Percy have done with himself ? 
How now, dame Alice, you look angry. 

Alice. By my troth, fool, I’ve little reason to look 
pleased. To be frightened out of my wits by night, 
and thumped and bumped about by day, is not likely 
to put one in the best humour. 

Mot. Poor soul ! And who has been thumping and 
bumping you ? 

Alice. Who has ? You should rather ask who has 
not — Why only hear : — as I was just now going along 
the narrow passage which leads to the armoury- 
singing to myself, and thinking of nothing, I met 
lady Angela flying away as if for dear life ! — so I drop- 
ped her a courtesy — but might as well have spared my 
pains. Without minding me any more than I if had 
been a dog or a cat — she pushed me on one side ; and 
before 1 could recover my balance, somebody else, who 
came bouncing by 'me, gave me t’other thump — and 
there 1 lay sprawling upon the floor. However, I 
tumbled with all possible decency. 

Mot. Somebody else ! What somebody else ? 

Alice. I know not — but he seemed to be in armour. 

Mot. In armour ? Pray, Alice, looked he like a 
ghost ? 

.dlice. What he looked like, I cannot say j — but 
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riii sure he didn’t feel like one : however, you’ve “not 
heard the worst. While I was sprawling upon the 
ground, my lord comes tearing along the passage — the 
hrst thing he did was to stumble against me — away 
went his heels — over he came — and in the twinkling 
an eye there lay Ids lordship ! As soon as he got up 
again — Mcicy! how he stormed 1 — He snatched me up 
— called me an dgly old witch — slnjok the breath out 
of my body — then clapped me on the ground again, 
and bounced away alter the other two ! 

Mot. My mind misgives me ! — But what can tliis 
mean, Alice ? 

Alice. The meaning I neither know, or care about ; 
— but this 1 know — ril stay no longer in a house where 
I’m treated so disrespectfully. ‘‘ My lady — says I — 
“ Out of my way !” — says she, and pushes me on one 
side. — ‘‘ My lord,’’ — says [ — You he damn’d^’ — says 
he, and pushes me on t'other ! — 1 protest 1 never was 
S 0 ill used, even when 1 was a young woman ! 

[Exitj L.H. 

Moi. Should earl Percy be discovered — the very 
thought gives me a crick in my neck !• — At any rate I 
had better inquire whether — {Goings k.h.) 

Enter Father Philip, hastily, r.ii. 

F. Phil. {Stopping him^) Get out of the house !— 
That’s your way ! 

Mot. V\ by, wliat’s the meaning — 

F. Phil. Don’t stand prating here, but do as I hid 
you ! 

Mot. But first tell me — 

F^. Phil. 1 tan only tell you to get out of the house. 
Kenric has discovcied earl Percy — You are known to 
have introduced him — the Africans are in search of you 
— If you are found, you will be hung out of hand. Fly 
then to Edric’s cottage — hide yourself there ! — Hark ! 
—Some one comes ! Away, away, ere it is too late ! — 

{Pushing him Qtit-) 
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Mot. {Confused.) But earl Percy — but Angela — 

J*\ Phil^ Leave them ui me! You shall hear from 
me soon. Oulv take care yourself, aivl fly with all 
diligence ! — A wav 1 [Exit Motley^ l.h. 

So, so, he’s off, and now Tve lime to take 
breath. Tve n^t moved so nimbly for the last twenty 
years ; and, in truili, I’m at present hut ill calculated 
for velocity t)i' motion. However, rrjy exertions have ' 
not been thrown away : I’ve saved this poor knave 
from Osmond's vengeance — and sliould my plan for ‘ 
the lady’s release succeed — poor little soul ! — To see 
how she took on, when Percy was torn from her ! Well, 
well, she shall be rescued from her tyrant, 'fhe move- 
able panels — the subterraneous passages — tl*e secret 
springs well-known to me — Oh 1 I cannot fail of suc- 
cess ; but in order to secure it, I’ll finally arrange my 
ideas in the buttery. Whenever I’ve any great desi rn 
in hand, 1 always ask advice of a flagon of ale, and 
mature my plan over a cold venison-pasty. 

[E:i'itf R.H, 

SCENE HI. ./i spacious Chamber; on one side is 
a Couch ; the other a Tahle^ ivhich is placed 
under an arched and lofty Window. 

Enter Osmond, •'ti.h.d. followed by Saib, Hassan, 
Mulbv, am/ A lar[c, who conduct Percy, disarmed. 

Osm. This, sir, is your prison } but doubtless, your 
confinement will not continue long. The moment 
which gives me Angela’s hand shall restore, you to li- 
berty; and, till that moment arrives, farewel. 

Per. Stay, sir, and hear me ! — By what authority 
presume you to call me captive ? — Have you forgotten 
that you speak to Northumberland’s earl ? 

Osm. Well may i forget him, who could so far for- 
get himself. Was it worthy of Northumberland’s earl 
to steal disguised into ray castle, and plot with my 
servant to rob me of my most precious treasure ? 

Per. Mine was that treasure — you deprived me of 
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it basely^ and I was justified in striving to regain my 
own. 

Osm. Earl, nothing can justify unworthy means. — 
If you were wronged, why sought you not your right 
with your sword’s point ? 1 then should have esteemed 
you a noble foe, and as such would have treated you : 
but you have stooped to paltry artifice, and attacked 
me like some mi/lnight ruffian, privately, and in dis- 
guise. By this am 1 authorised to forget your station, 
and make your i>enauce as degrading as your offence 
was base. 

Per. If such are indeed your sentiments, prove them 
now. Restore my sword, unsheath your own, and be 
Angela'^he conqueror’s reward 1 

Osm. No, earl Percy ! — I am not so rash a gamester 
as to sufier that cast to be recalled, by which the stake 
is mine already. Angela is in my power ; the only 
man who could wrest her from my arms, has wilfully 
made himself my captive ; such he is, and such he shall 
remain. 

Per. Insulting coward. 

Osm. Be calm, earl Percy ! — You forget yourself. 
That I am no coward, my sword has proved in the fields 
of Scotland. — My sword shall again prove it, if, when 
you are restored to liberty, you still question the courage 
of my heart ! Angela once mine, repeat your defiance, 
nor doubt my answering. 

Per. Angela thine ? — ^That she shall never be. — 
There are angels above who favour virtue, and the hour 
of retribution must one day arrive. — {Throws himself 
upon the toueh,) 

Osm. Muley and Saib ! 

Both. My lord ? 

Osm. To your charge 1 commit the earl ; quit not 
this apartment, nor suffer him for one moment from 
your sight. 

and Muley. My lord, we shall obey you. 

Ofm. Farewel, earl Percy. 

Jf^oes attended by Hasson and Alaric^ r.h.d. 

, Muley, how bitterly be frowns ! 
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Muley. Now he starts from the sofa ! — ^F|iith, he’s 
in a monstrous fury ! 

Saib. That may well be ; — When you mean to take 
in other people, it certainly is provoking to be taken in 
yourself. 

'*Per. {After walking a few turns with a disordered 
airy suddenly stojis,) — He is gone to iVngela ! Gone 
perhaps, lo renew that outrage whose completion my 
presence alone prevented ! 

Muley. Now he’s in a deep study; — marry, ifhc' 
studies himself out of this tower, he’s a cleverer felloW 
than I take him for. 

Per. Were I not Osmond’s captive, all might yet be 
well. Summoning my vassals, who by this time must 
be near at hand, forcing the castle, and tearing Angela 
from the arms of her tyrant. — Alas ! ray captivity has 
rendered this plan impracticable! And are there then no 
hopes of liberty ? 

Saib. He fixes his eyes on us. 

Per. Might not these fellows — I can but try. — Now 
stand my friend, thou master-key to human hearts 1 — 
Aid me thou potent devil, gold ! — Hear me my worthy 
friends, — Come nearer ! 

Saib. His worthy friends ! 

Per. My good fellows, you are charged with a dis- 
agreeable office, and to obey a tyrant’s mandates can- 
not be pleasant to you ; there is something in your 
looks which has prejudiced me too much in your fa- 
vour to believe it possible* 

Saib. Nay, there certainly is something in our ap- 
pearance highly prepossessing. 

Muley. And 1 know that you must admire the deli- 
cacy of our complexions ! 

Per. The tincture of your skin, my good fellow, is 
of little consequence ; many a worthy heart beats within 
a dusky bosom, and 1 am convinced that such a heart 
inhabits yours ; for your looks tell me that you feel for, 
and are anxious to relieve my sufferiogs. — See you 
this purse, my friends ? 
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Mulei/, It’s too far ofl^ and 1 am short-sighted. — If 
you’ll put it a little nearer — 

Per. Restore me to liberty ! — and not this purse 
alone^ but ten times its value shall be yours* 

Saib. To liberty ? 

Mtdey. That purse ? 

Saib, Mu ley ! 

Muley. Saib. , 

Per, {ylsideJ) By all my hopes they hesitate !— 
You well know, that my wealth and power are equal, 
not to say superior, to earl Osmonds : release me from 
my dungeon, and share that power and wealth ! 

Saib. I know not what to answer. 

Mtdey. In truth, my lord, your offers are so gene- 
rous, and that purse is so tempting — Saib what say you ? 
—{Winking to him.) 

Saib. The earl speaks so well, and promises so 
largely, that I own Fni strangely tempted. 

Muley. Look you, Saib ; will you stand by me ? 

Saib. {After a momenfs thought.) 1 will ! 

Muley. There’s my hand then ! — My lord, we are 
your servants ! 

Per. This is beyond my hopes. You agree then to 
release me ? 

Muley. ^Tis impossible to do otherwise ; for 1 feel 
that pity, generosity, and every moral feeling command 
me to trouble your lordship for that purse. 

Per. Theie it is. — And now unlock the door. - 

Muley. {Chinking the purse.) Here it is ! — And 
now Tra obliged to you. As for your promises, my 
lord, pray don’t trouble yourself to remember them, as 
I sha’n't trouble myself to remember mine. 

Per. {Starting.) Ha ! — ^what mean you ? 

Saib. {Firmly.) Earl, that we are faithful ! 

{Crosses to l.h.) 

Per. What ! will you not keep your word ? 

Muley. In good troth, no ; we mean to keep no- 
thing — except the purse. 

Per. Confusion ! — ^To be made the jest of such 

meals* 
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Saib. Earl Percy, we arc none : — We have but done 
our duty — you have but gained your just reward ; for 
they who seek to deceive others should ever be deceived 
themselves. 

- Per. Silence, fellow ! — ^Lieave me to my thoughts ! 
{Throunng himself passionately upon the couch.) 
Muley. Oh ! with all our hearts. We ask no bet- 
ter. 

Saib. Muley, we share that purse ? * 

Muley. Undoubtedly. Sit down, and examine its 
contents. — {They seat themselves on the floor in the 
front of the stage.) 

Per. How unfortunate, that the only merit of these 
fellows should be fidelity ! — 

CHORUS OF VOICES, {Singing without.) 

“ Sing Megen-oh / Oh ! Megen-Me 

Muley. Hark ! — ^What's that ? 

^ Saib^ ril see. {Mounting upon the table .) — This' 
window is so high-— 

Muley. Here, here ! Take this chair. — {Saib places 
the chair upon the tahlcy and thus lifts himself to a 
level with the windowy which he opens.) 

SONG AND CHORUS. 

Mot. {Singing without.) Sleep you or evoke yoUy 
lady bright f 

Chorus. {fFithout.) Sing Megen^h I Oh Megen-Ee ! 
Mot. Now is the fittest time for flight. 

'.Chorus. Sing Megen-^oh I Oh ! Megen-Ee ! 

Mot. Knoto from your tyrant father^ s powery 
Beneath the window of your toiver 
A boat now waits to set you free ; 

Sing Megeni-oh ! Oh! Megen^Ee! 
horus. Sing Megen-oh ! Oh ! Megen-Ee ! 

{Who has halflraised himself from the couch 
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during the latter part of the sang^ and listened atten^ 
tively.) — Surely I know that voice ! 

Muley. Now, what’s the ^natter ? 

Sail). A boat lies at the foot of the tower, and the 
fishermen sing while they draw their nets. 

Per. I could not be mistaken ; it was Gilbert. 

SECOND STANZA. 

Mot, Though deep the stream^ though high the 
wallj 

Chorus. Sing Megen-oh ! Oh ! Megen ^Ee ! 

Mot, The danger trust me, love^ is small ; 

Chorus, Sing Megen-oh ! Oh ! Mcgen-Ee ! 

Mot, To spring below then never dread j 

My arms to catch you shall he spread ; 

And far from hence you soon shall Ae, 

Sing Megen-oh ! Oh ! Megen-Ee ! 

Chorus, — Smg Megen^oh I Oh! Megen-Ee ! 

Per. I understand him — He bids me — Yet the dan- 
ger— What course shall I pursue ? 

Muley, Pr’ythee, comedown, Saib ; I long to divide 
the purse — 

Saib. Stay a moment ; I’m with you, {Shutting 
the window and descending.) Here I am, and now for 
the purse — {They resume their seats upon the ground ; 

Saib opens the purse, and begins to reckon the gold.) 

Per, Yes, I must brave the danger — I will feign to 
sleep ; and when my gaolers are oS their guard, then 
aid me, blest Providence ! {Extending himself upon 
the couch.) 

Saib, Hold, Muley !— What if, instead of sharing 
the purse, we throw for its contents ? Here are dice. 

Muley, With all my heart ; and look — to pass our 
time the better, here’s a bottle of the best sack in the 
earPs cellar, 

Saib. Good ! Good !— And now, be this angel the 
!— But first, lyhat is our prisoner doing ? 
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Muley, Oh ! he sleeps ; mind him not.— Come^ 
come, throw ! 

Saih, Here goes — mine ! — now to you. 

Muley^ Nine too !— double the stake. 

* Saih. Agreed ! and the throw is nine. — Hark ! What 
noise ? {During this dialogue^ Percy has approached 
the table in silence : at the moment ^hat he prepares 
to mount ity Saib looks rounds and Percy hastily 
throws himself back on the couch,) 

Muley, Oh ! — nothing, nothing ! 

Saib, Methought 1 heard the earl — 

Muley, Mere fancy ! — you see he is sleeping soundly. 
Come, come ; throw ! 

Saib, There then— eleven ! 

Muley. That’s bad — huzza ! — sixes ! 

Saih. Plague on your fortune ! — come, double or 
quits ! 

Muley „ Be it so, and I throw — zounds ; — only five. 

Saib, Then I think this hit must be mine — aces, by 
heavens ! 

Muley. Ha I ha ! — your health, friend ! 

Per. {Who has again reached the table ^ mounted, 
the chair, and opening the window, now stands at itj 
and signs to the men below.) They see me, and extend 
a cloth beneath the window ! — ’Tis a fearful height ! 

Saib. Do you mean to empty the bottle ? — ^Come, 
come — give it me. 

Muley. Take it, blunder-head !— {Saib drinks.) 

Per. They encourage me to venture ! — Now then, 
or never I — {Aloud.) — Angels of bliss protect me ! — 
{He throws himself from the window.) 

Muley and Saib. {Starting at the noise.) Hell and 
furies ! 

Saib. {Dashes down the bottle and climbs to the 
window hastily, while Muley remains below in an 
attUwde of surprise.) Elscaped ! Escaped ! 

Per^ Mot. ^c. {Without.) Huzza ! huzza ! 
huzza ! 


END OF ACT II. 
C 2 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I.—ji View of the River Conway^ with a 
Fisherman's Hut* — Sun^set* 

Enter Allan and Edric^ l.h. 

Allan* Still they come not ! — ^Dear^ dear, still they 
come not ! — Ah ! these tumults are too much for my 
old body to bear. 

Edr* Then you i^hould have kept your old body at 
home. ^Tis a fine thing truly for a man of your age 
to be galloping about the country after a girl, who, by 
your own account, is neither your chick nor child ! 

Allan* Ah ! She was more to me ! She was myall, 
Edric, my all ! — How could I bear my home when it 
no longer was the home of Angela ?— How could 
1 rest in my cottage at night, when her sweet lips had 
not kissed me — and murmured, Father, sleep well !” 
— She is so good ! so gentle !— 1 was sick once, sick 
almost to death ! — ^Angela was then my nurse and 
comforter ; she watched me when 1 slept, and cheered 
me when 1 awoke ; she rejcuced when 1 grew better ; 
and when I grew worse, no medicine gave me ease 
like the tears of pity which fell on my burning cheeks 
from the eyes of my darling ! 

Edr* Tears of pity indeed 1 a little rhubarb would 
have done you much more good by half. — ^But our 
people stay a long time ; perhaps Motley has been 
discovered and seized ; if so, he will lose his life, the 
eall^lris freedom, Angela her lover, and what’s worst 
of all, I shall lose my boat ! I wish I hadn't lent it, for 
1 doubt that Motley's scheme has failed. 

Allan* I hope not — Oh ! I hope not ! — Should 
Percy remain a captive, Angela will be left unprotected 
in your wicked lord's power — Oh ! that will break my 
poor-'old wife’s heart for certain ! 

And if it should break it^ a mighty misfortune 
[fds ! master AUan^ any wife is at best a 
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bad thing ; a poor one makes matters yet worse ; but 
when she’s old, lord ! ’tis the very devil ! 

Allarin Hark ! hark ! Do you hear ? 'Tis the 
sound of oars !— They are frieiiids !— Oh ! heaven be 
thanked ! the earl is with them. 

{A boat appears r.h. with Percy, Motley, and 
Soldiers^ disguised as Fishermen. — They land,) 

Per. {Springing on shore.) Or/ce more then, 1 
breathe the air of liberty ! — Worthy Gilbert, what 
words can suffice to thank you ? 

Mot. (r.h.) None, therefore do not waste your breath 
in the attempt. You are safe— thanks to St. Peter and 
the blanket ! and your lady's deliverance now demands 
all your thoughts. — Ha ! who is that with Edric ? 

Per. Allan, by all my hopes !— Welcome, welcome, 
good old man } — Say, came my vassals with you ? 

Allan. Three hundred chosen men are within the 
sound of your bugle \ but now, my lord, tell me of 
Angela. Is she well 2 Did you speak to her ? And 
speaks she sometimes of me ? 

Per. She is well, my old friend, and I have spoken 
to her— though but for a moment. But be comforted, 
good Allan 1 Should other means fail, I will this very 
night attack the castle, and compel Osmond to resign 
his prey. 

Allan. Heaven grant that you may succeed ! Let 
me but once see Angela your bride!— Let me but 
once hear her say the sweet words, Allan, I am 
happy 1” then I and my old wife will seek our graves, 
lay us down, and die with pleasure 1 

Mot. Die with pleasure, you silly old man ! you 
shall do nothing so ridiculous.— But now let us talk of 
our affairs, which, if I mistake not, are in the high 
road to success. 

Per. How ? Has any intelligence reached you of 
your ally, the friar ? 

Mot. You have guessed it. As it passed beneath 
his window, the pious corpus contrived to drop this 
letter into the boat. Pray examine it, my lord S I 

c 5 
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never can read when the wind’s easterly. {Motley 
gives Percy the Letter^ who reads to himself,) Its 
contents must needs be of consequence^ for 1 assure 
you it comes from one of the gseatest men in England. 
— Well sir, what says the letter ? * 

Per. Listen.^ — I have recognised you in spite of 
your disguise, and seized the opportunity to advise your 
exerting yourself solely to obtain earl Percy’s liberty. 
Heed not Angela : I have sure and easy means for pro- 
curing her escape ; and before the clock strikes two, 
you may expect me with her at the fisherman’s hut. 
Farewel’ and rely ^pon father Philip !” — Now, Gil- 
bert, what say you? May the monk’s fidelity be 
trusted ? 

Mot. Ilis fidelity may undoubtedly; but whether 
his success will equal his good intentions, is a point 
which time alone can decide. Should it not — 

Per. Then with my faithful vassals will I storm the 
castle to-fnorrow. But where are my followers ? 

Allan. Fearing lest their numbers should excite sus- 
picion, I left them concealed in yonder wood. 

Per. Guide me to them. Edric, for this night I 
must request the shelter of your hut. 

Kdr. Willingly, my lord. But my cottage is so 
humble, your treatment so wretched — 

Per. Silence, my good fellow ! The hut where good 
will resides is to me more welcome than a palace, and 
no food can be so sweet as that which is seasoned with 
smiles. You give me your best ; a monarch could give 

• more, and it happens not often that men ever give 
much. Now farcwel for an hour ! — Allan, lead 
on ! [Exeunt Percy ^ Allan^ l.h. 

MoU And in the mean while, friend Edric, I’ll lend 
you a hand in preparing supper. 

Edr^ Truly the task won’t give you much trouble, 
fpf times have gone hard with me of late. Our pre- 
,.|ient lofd ism no company, gives no entertainments, 
1 sell lio fish. Things went better while earl 
Id lived. 

What ! you remember him ? 
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Edr^ Never shall I forget him, or his sweet lady. 
Why, I verily believe they possessed all the cardinal 
virtues ! — So pious, so generous, so mild ! so kind to 
the poor — and so fond of fish ! 

MoU Fond of fish 1 — One of the cardinal virtues, 
of Which 1 never heard before ! 

Edr. But these thouglits make me sad. Come 
master Motley ; your lord’s supper still swims in the 
river ? — if you’ll help to catch it, why So so, and thank 
you heartily. Can you fish ? 

Mot. Can I ? Who in this world cannot ? — I’ll as- 
sure you , friend Edric, there is no profession more 
universal than yours ; w*e all spread our nets to catch 
something or other ; and happy are they, in this world 
of disappointments, who throw out no nets save fishing 
ones ! {Retires up the stagey os ingoing to the boat^ 

SCENE \l.—The Castle-Hall. 

Enter Kbnric, l.h. 

Ken. Yonder he stalks, and seems buried in him- 
self I — Now then to attack him while my late service 
is still fresh upon his memory. Should he reject my 
petition positively, he shall have good cause to repent 
his ingratitude. Percy is in the neighbourhood ; and 
that secret, known only to myself, will surely— —But, 
silence ! — Look where he comes ! 

Enter Osmond, r.h. 

Osm. It shall not be 1 Away with these foreboding 
terrors, which weigh down my heart ! — I will forget 
the past, I will enjoy the present, and make those rap- 
tures again mine, which — ^ — Ah ! no, no, no ! — Con- 
science, that serpent, winds her folds round the cup of 
my bliss, and, ere my lips can reach it, her venom is 
mingled with the draught. And see where he walks, 
the chief object of my fears ! — He shall not be so long ! 
" c. 4 
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His anxiety to leave me, his mysterious threats' Nc?, 

no ! I will not live in fear. — Soft ! — He advances * 

Ken. So melancholy, my lord ? 

Osm. Aye, Kenric, and must be so till Angela is 
mine. Know that even now she extorted from me a 
promise, that till to-morrow, I would leave her undio- 
lested. 

Ken. But till to-morrow ? 

Osm. But till^ to-morrow ? — Oh ! in that little space 
a lover’s eye views myriads of dangers ! Yet think 
not, good Kenric, that your late services are under- 
valued by me, or that 1 have forgotten those for which 
I have been long your debtor. When, bewildered by 
hatred of Reginald, and grief for Evelina’s loss, my 
dagger was placed on the throat of their infant, your 
hand arrested the blow — Judge then how grateful I 
must feel when 1 behold in Angela, her mother’s living 
cbunterpart.— Worthy Kenric, how can 1 repay your 
services ? 

Ken. These you may easily. — But what, Earl Os- 
mond, what can repay me for the sacrifice of my inno- 
cence ? — My hands were pure till you taught me to 
stain them with blood — you painted in strong colours 
the shame of servitude — you promised freedom, riches^ 
independence. — Let me then claim that independence 
so long promised, and seek for peace in some other 
climate, since memory forbids me to taste it in this. 

Osm. Kenric, ere named, your wish was granted. 
In a far distant country a retreat is already prepared for 
you : there may you hush those clamours of conscience, 
which must reach me, I, fear, e’en in the arms of 
Angela. 

M[en. {Affected.) My lord ! — Gratitude — Amaze- 
ment — and 1 doubted — 1 suspected — Oh! my good 
lord, how have 1 wrong’d your kindness 1 

Osmf. No more — 1 must not hear you ! — {Aside.^ 
Sbwe I shame ! that ever my soul should stoop to 
(^jj^^embling with my slave ! {Crosses to l.h.) 
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Saib enterSy l.h. and advances with apprehension, 

Osm, How now ? — ^Why this confusion ? — Why do 
you tremble ? — Speak ! 

* Saib, My lord ! — ^The prisoner — 

Osm, The prisoner ? — Go on ! go on ! 

Saib, (Kneeling,) Pardon, my lord, pardon ! Our 
prisoner has escaped ! 

Osm, Villain ! (fVild with rage he draws his dag» 
gery and rushes upon Saib — Kenric holds his arm,) 

Ken, Hold ! hold ! — What would you do ? 

Osm. (Struggling,) Unhand me, or by heaven — 

Ken. Away ! away ! — Fly, fellow, and save your- 
self ! [Kxit Saiby l.h.] (Releasing Osmond,) Con- 
sider, my lord — Haply *twas not by his keeper’s fault 
that — 

Osm, (Furiously.) What is’t to me by whose?— 
Is not my rival ded } — Soon will Northumberland’s 
guards encircle my walls, and force from me — Yet 
that by heaven they shall not ! No ! Rather than re- 
sign her, my own hand shall give this castle a prey to 
flames ; then, plunging with Angela into the blazing 
gulph. I’ll leave these ruins to tell posterity how des- 
perate was my love, and how dreadful my revenge ! 
(Going y L.H. stops, and turns Andyou, 

who dared to rush between me and my resentment-— 
you who could so well succeed in saving others— now 
look to yourself ! [Exit, l.h. 

Ken, Ha ! that look — that threat — Yet he seemed 
so kind, so grateful ! — He smiled too !— Oh ! there is 
ever danger when a villain smiles. 

Saib enters softly y l.h. looking round him with 
caution, 

Saib* (In a low voice,) Hist ! — Kenric ! 

Ken, How now ? — What brings — 

Saib. Silence, and hear me ! You have saved my 
life I nor will 1 be ungrateful— Look at this phial ! 

c 5 
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Ken, Ha ! did the earl — 

Saih, Even so : a few drops of this liquor should 
to-night have flavoured your wine — you would never 
have drank again ! Mark me then — When 1 offer you 
a goblet at supper, drop it as by accident. For this 
night 1 give you life : use it to quit the castle ; for ho 
longer than till to-morrow dare I disobey our lord's 
commands. Farewel, and fly from Conway — You 
bear wdth you my thanks. [Exit^ l.h. 

Ken, Can it be possible ? Is not all this a dream ? 
— ^Villain I villain ! — Yes, yes, I must away ! — But 
tremble, traitor ! — A bolt, of which you little think, 
hangs over, and shaii crush you ! The keys are still in 
my possession — Angela shall be the partner of my 
flight. My prisoner too — Yet hold I May not re- 
sentment — may not Reginald's sixteen year's captivity 
— Oh ! no ! Angela shall be my advocate ; and, 
grateful for her own, for her parent's life preserved, 
she can — she will obtain my pardon. Yet, should she 
fail, at least 1 shall drag down Osmond in my fall, and 
sweeten death’s bitter cup with vengeance. [^Exit l.h, 

SCENE III. — The Cedar-roomy with Folding-doors 
in the middley and a large antique Bed ; on one 
side is a Portrait of a Eady^ on the other that of 
a Warrior armed. Both are at full length , — 
After a pause the Female Portrait falls hacky and 
Father Philip, after looking in, advances cau- 
tiously,, 

P, Phil, {Closing the pannel,) Thus far I have pro- 
ceeded without danger, though not without difficulty. 
Yon narrow passage is by no means calculated for per- 
sons of my habit of body. By my holydame, I begin 
to suspect that the fool is in the right ! 1 certainly am 
growing corpulent. And now, how shall I employ 
myself ? Sinner that I am, why did I forget my bottle 
of sack? The time will pass tediously till Angela 
conm. And to complete the business, yonder is the 
Jl^ixailed oratory. What if the ghost should pop out 
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on me ? Blessed St. Bridget, there would be a tete-a- 
tete ! Yet this is a foolish fear : 'tis yet scarce eiglit 
o'clock, and your ghosts always keep late hours ; yet 1 
don't like the idea of our being such near neighbours- 
If Alice says true, the apparition just now lives next 
door to me ; but the lord forbid that we should ever 
be visiting acquaintance ! 

Osm. {without,) What, Alice ! Alice ! I say ! 

Phil, By St. David, 'tis the earl ! I’ll away as fast 
as I can. {Trifing to open the door,) I can't find the 
s])ring. — Lord forgive me iny sins; — Where can Ihide* 
myself ? — Ha ! the bed ! 'Tis the very thing. {Throws 
himself into the bed^ and conceals himself under the 
clothes,) Heaven grant that it may’nt break down with 
me ! for, oh ! what a fall would be there, my country- 
men ! — They come ! (2'he door is unlocked,) 

Kntcr Osmond, Angela, and Alice, l.h.d. 

Os7n, (Entering,) You have heard my will, lady. 
Till your hand is mine, you quit not this chamber. 

Ang, If then it must be so, welcome my eternal pri- 
son ! — Yet eternal it shall not be. My hero, my guar^^ 
dian-angel is at liberty. Soon shall his* horn make 
these hateful towers tremble, and your fetters be ex- 
changed for the arms of Percy, 

Osm, Beware, beware, Angela ! Dare not before 
me — 

Ang, Before you I Before the world ! — Is my at- 
tachment a disgrace ? No ! ^tis my pride ; for its ob- 
ject is deserving. Long ere I knew him, Percy’s fame 
was dear to me. While I still believed him the pea- 
sant Edwy, often in his hearing, have I dwelt upon 
Northumberland’s praise, and chid him that he spoke 
of our lord so coldly ! Ah I little did I think that the 
man then seated beside me was he whom I envied for 
his power of doing good, whom I loved for exerting 
that power so largely ! — Judge then, earl Osmond, on 
my arrival here, how strongly 1 must have felt the con- 
trast 1— What peasant names you his benefactor I 
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What beggar has been comforted by your bounty ? 
what sick man preserved by your care ? — Your breast 
is unmoved by woe, your ear is deaf to complaint, 
your doors are barred against the poor and wretched. 
Not so are the gates of Alnwick castle ; they are open 
as their owner's heart. 

Osm. Insulting girl I — This to my face ? 

Nay, nev^r bend your brows ! Shall I tremble, 
because you frown ? Shall my eye sink, because anger 
flashes from yours ? — No ! that would ill become the 
bride of Northumberland. 

Osm. Amazement !— Can this be the gentle, timid 
Angela ? 

Wonder you that the worm should turn when 
you trample it so cruelly ? Oh 1 wonder no more : 
ere he was tom from me, 1 clasped Percy to my breast, 
and my heart caught a spark of that fire which flames 
in his unceasingly ! 

Alice. Caught fire, lady ! 

Osm. Silence, old crone ! — I have heard you 
calmly, Angela; now then hear me. Twelve hours 
shall be allowed you to reflect upon your situation ; 
till that period is elapsed, this chamber shall be your 
prison, and Alice, on whose fidelity 1 can depend, your 
sole attendant. This term expired, should you still re- 
ject my hand, force shall obtain for me what love de- 
nies. Speak not : I will hear nothing ! — I swear that 
to-morrow sees you mine, or undone ! and, skies, rain 
curses on me if I keep not my oath 1 — Mark that, 
proud girl ! mark it, and tremble ! [Exit^ l.h.d. 

F. PhiU Heaven be praised, he’s gone ! 

{From the bed,) 

Ang. Tremble, did he say ? — ^Alas ! how quickly is 
my boasted coursige vanished 1 — Yet I will not despair; 
there is a power in heaven, there is a Percy on earth ; 
on them will I rely to save me. 

AJice. The first may, lady ; but as to the second^ 
he’ll be of no use, depend on’t. Now might I advise, 
y 0 tt% eeeept my lord’s offer : What matters it whether 
the JWn’t name be Osmond or Percy ? An earl’s an 
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earl after all ; and though one may be something richer 
than t’other 

Ang, Oh ! silence, Alice ! — nor aid my tyrant’s de- 
signs: rather instruct me how to counteract them; 
assist me to es(‘ape. 

Alice, 1 help you to escape ! Not for the best 
gown in your ladyship’s wardrobe ! 1 tremble at the 
very idea of my lord’s rage; and, Resides, had 1 the 
will. I’ve not the power. Kcnric keeps the keys ; we 
could not possibly quit the castle without his know- 
ledge ; and if the earl threatens to use force with you— • 
Oh gemini ! what would he use with me, lady ? 

Ang^ Threatens, Alice ! — I despise his threats ! Ere 
it pillows Osmond’s head will I plunge this poniard in 
my bosom. 

Alice^ Holy fathers ! — A dagger 1 

Ang, Even now, as I wandered through the ar- 
moury, my eye was attracted by its glittering handle.— 
Look, Alice ! it bears Osmond’s name ; and the point — 

Alice, Is rusty with blood ! — ^Take it away, lady ! 
take it away ] 1 never see blood without fainting ! 

Ang, {Putting up the dagger,) This weapon may 
render me good service. — But, ah ! what service has it 
rendered Osmond ? Haply ’twas this very poniard 
which drank his brother’s blood — or which pierced the 
fair breast of Evelina ! Said you not, Alice, that this 
was her portrait ? 

Alice. I did, lady; and the likeness was counted ex- 
cellent. 

Ang. How fair ! how heavenly fair ! 

Alice, {Having locked the folding doors*) Ah ! 
^twas a sad day for me, when I heard of the dear lady’s 
loss ! look at the bed, lady : — that very bed was hers. 
How often have I seen her sleeping in that bed — and, 
oh ! how like an angel she looked when sleeping ! I 
remember, that just after earl Reginald — Oh ! Lord ! 
didn’t somebody shake the curtain? 

Ang. Absurd ! It was the wind. 

Alice. 1 declare it made me tremble ! Well, as I was 
saying> 1 remember, just after earl Reginald had set 
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out for the Scottish wars, going into her room one 
morning, and hearing her sob most bitterly. — So ad- 
vancing to the bed- side, as it might be thus — My 
lady! says I, with a low courtesy,** Isn’t your lady- 
ship well ?” — So, with that, she raised her head slowly 
above the quilt, and, giving me a mournful look — 
{Here^ unseen bi/ Angela^ who is contem'platmg Re^ 
gin aid's portrait Rather Philip lifts up his head^ 
and gives a deep groan,) 

Alice, Jesu Maria ! the devil I the devil ! 

{Eant L.fi.D. 

Ang, {Taming round,) Wow x\o^ } {Father Philip 
rising from the bed — it breaks under him^ and he rolls 
at Angela's feet,) Good heavens ! {Attempting to 
pass him,, he detains her by her robe,) 

P\ Phil, vStay, daughter, stay ! If you run^ I can 
never overtake you ! 

Ang, Amazement! Father Philip ! 

F, Phil, The very same, and at present the best 
friend that you have in the world. Daughter, I came 
to save you. 

Ang, To save me ? Speak ! Proceed ! 

F, Phil, Observe this picture ; it conceals a spring, 
whose secret is unknowm to all in the castle except 
myself. Upon touching it, the pannel slides back, and 
a winding passage opens into the marble hall. Thence 
we must proceed to the vaulted vestibule ; a door is 
there concealed, similar to this; and, after threading 
the mazes of a subterranean labyrinth, we shall find 
ourselves in safety on the outside of the castle walls. 

Ang„ Oh ! worthy, worthy father*. Quick let us 
hasten ! let us not lose one moment ! 

F. Phil, Hold! hold ! Not so fast. You forget that 
between the hall and vestibule we must traverse many 
chambers much frequented at this early hour. Wait 
till the castle’s inhabitants are asleep. Expect me, 
without fail, at one; keep up your spirits, and doubt 
not of success. Now then 1 must away, lest the earl 
'd perceive my absence. 

Stay yqt one moment. Tell me, does Percy— 
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PhiL I have apprised him, that this night will 
restore you to liberty, and he expects you at the fisher- 
man’s cottage. Now, then, farewell, fair daughter ! 

\Fxit F, Phil, through the sliding pannel. 
.• ^ng. Good friar, till one, farewel ! Till tliat hour 
arrives, will I kneel at the feet of yonder saint, there 
tell my beads, and pray for morning ! 

(Soft music ^ as the scene comes dvum very slowly.) 

END OP ACT 111. 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I. The Castle-Hall : the Lamps are 

lighted, 

Enter Father Philip, r.h. 

F, Phil. ’TIs near midnight, and the earl is already 
retired to rest. What if I ventured now to the 
lady’s chamber ? Hark, I hear the sound of foot- 
steps ! 


Enter Alice, l.h. 

F. Phil. How, Alice, is it you ? 

Alice. So ! So ! Have I found you at last. Father ? — 
I have been in search of you these four hours ! — Oh ! 
I’ve been so frightened since 1 saw you, that 1 wonder 
I keep my senses ! 

F. Phil. So do 1 ; for I’m sure they’re not worth the 
trouble. And, pray, what has alarmed you thus ? 1 

warrant you’ve taken an old cloak pinned against the 
wall for a spectre, or discovered the devil in the shape 
of a tabby-cat. 

AlUse. (Looking round in terror.) For the love of 
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heaven, father, don’t name the devil ! or, if you must 
speak of him, pray mention the good gentleman with 
proper politeness. I’m sure, for my own part, I had 
always a great respect for him, .and if he hears me, I 
dare say he’ll own as much, for he certainly haunts thjs 
castle in the form of my laie lady. 

F. Pfiil. Form of a fiddle-stick ! — Don’t tell me of 
your 

Alice* Father, on the word of a virgin, I saw him 
this very evening in lady Angela’s bed! 

F* Phil* In lady Angela’s ? — On my conscience, the 
devil has an excellent taste ! But, Alice ! Alice I how 
dare yon trot about the house at this time of night, 
propagating such abominable falsehoods ? — One com- 
fort is, that nobody will believe yon. Lady Angela’s 
virtue is too well known, and I’m persuaded she 
wouldn’t suffer , the devil to put a single claw into her 
bed for the universe ! 

Alice* How you run on ! — Lord bless me she wasn’t 
in bed herself. 

F* Phil* Oh ! — Was she not ? 

Alice* No, to be sure ; but you shall hear how it 
happened. We were in the cedar-room together ; and 
while we were talking of this and that, lady Angela 
suddenly gave a great scream. 1 looked round, and 
what should I see but a tall figure all in white extended 
upon the bed! At the same time I heard a voice, 
which I knew to be the countess Evelina’s, pronounce 
in an hollow tone — Alice! Alice! Alice!” three 
times. You may be certain that I was frightened 
enough., I instantly took to my heels ; and just as I 
got with outside of the door, 1 heard a loud clap of 
thunder. 

F.Phil. Well done, Alice! — A very good story, 
upon my word. It has but one fault — ’Tis not true. 

Alice. Odds my life, father, how can you tell any 
thipjg about it ? Sure I should know best; for I was 
tli^, and you were not. 1 repeat it — 1 heard the 
I as plun as i hear yours : Do you think I've no 
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F. PhiL Oh! far from it: I think you^ve uncom* 
nionly good ones ; for you not only hear what has been 
said, but what has not. As to this wonderful story of 
yours, Alice, I don’t believe one word of it : I’ll be 
•sworn that the voice was no more like your lady’s than 
like mine; and that the devil was no more in the bed 
than 1 was. Therefore, take my advice, set your heart ^ 
at rest, and go quietly to your chan/ber, as I am now 
going to mine. Good night. l.h. ^ 

Alice. There, he’s gone ! — Dear heart ! Deart heart! 
what shall I do now ? — *Tis past twelve o’clock, and 
stay by myself 1 dare not. — I’ll e’en wake the laundry 
maid, make her sit up in my room all night ; and ’tis 
hard if two women a’n’t a match for the best devil in 
Christendom. [Exit^ l.m. 

Enter Saib and Hassan, l.h. 

Saib. The earl then has forgiven me ! — ^A moment 
longer, and his pardon would have come too late. Had 
not Kenric held his hand, by this time I should be 
at supper with St. Peter. 

Has. Your folly well deserved such a reward. 
Knowing the earl’s hasty nature, you should have 
shunned him till the first storm of passion was past, 
and circumstances had again made your ministry need- 
ful. Anger then would have armed his hand in vain ; 
for interest, the white man’s god, would have blunted 
the point of his dagger. 

Saib, i trusted that his gratitude for my past ser- 
vices — 

Has. European gratitude ? — Seek constancy in the 
winds — fire in ice — darkness in the blaze of sunshine ! 
— But seek not gratitude in the breast of an European ! 

Saib. Then, why so attached to Osmond ? For 
what do you value him ? 

Has* Not for his virtues, but for his vices, Saib : 
can there for me be a greater cause to love him ? Am 
I not branded with scorn? Am 1 not marked out 
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for dishonour ? Was I not free, and am 1 not a slave ? 
Was I not once beloved, and am 1 not now despis’d ? 
What man, did I tender my service, would accept the 
negro’s friendship ? What woman, did I talk of affec- 
tion, would not turn from the negro with disgust,^ 
Yet, in my own dear land, my friendship was courted, 
my love was returned. 1 had parents, children, wife ! 
—Bitter thought,* in one moment all were lost to me ! 
Can I remember this, and not hate these while men ? 
Can 1 think how cruelly they have wronged me, and 
not rejoice when I sec them suffer ? Attached to 
Osmond, say you?- Saib, 1 hate him! Yet viewing 
him as an avenging fiend sent hither to torment his 
fellows, it glads me that he fills his office so well ! 
Oh ! ’tis a thought which I w-ould not barter for 
empires, to know that in this world he makes others 
suffer, and will suffer himself for their tortures in the 
next ! 

Sail), But say, you be one of those whom he causes 
to suffer, how then? Hassan, 1 will sleep no more in 
the lion’s den. My resolve is taken : 1 will away 
from the castle, and seek in some other service that 
security 

Osm, {Withiriy m.d.) What — hoa — help I — lights 
there ! — lights 1 

Has, Hark! Surely ’twas the carl ! 

Osmond rushes in xuildly at m.d. 

Osm. Save me ! Save me ! They are at hand 1 
Oh 1 let them not enter I {Sinks into he arms of' 
Saib.) 

Saib. What can this mean ! See how his eyes roll ! 
how violently he trembles ! 

Has. Speak, my lord — do you not know us ? 

Osm. {Recovering himself .) Ha I Whose voice?— 
Hassan’s ? — And Saib too here? — Oh ! was it then hut 
a dream ? Did 1 not hear those dreadful, those damn- 
ing words — Srill, still they ring in my ears. Hassan ! 
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Hassan ! Death must be bliss, in flames or on the 
rack, compared to what I have this nif^ht suffered ! 

Has. Compose yourself, my lord — Can a mere 
dream unman you thus ? 

A mere dream, say’stthoii? Hassan, Hwas a 
dream of such horror \ Did such dreams haunt my 
bitterest foe, 1 should wish him no severer punishment. 
Mark you not, how the ague of ferfr still makes my 
limbs tremble? Rolls not my eyes as if still gazing on 
the spectre ? Are not my lips convuls’d, as were they 
yet prest by the kiss of corruption ? Oh ! Hwas a 
sight that might have bleached joy’s rosy check for 
ever, and strewed the snows of age upon youth’s au- 
burn ringlets 1 — Hassan, thou saidst ’twas but a dream 
— I was deceived by fancy. Hassan, thou said’st true ; 
there is not, there cannot be, a world to come. 

Has. My lord I 

Osm. Answer me not !— Let me not hear the damn- 
ing truth i — Tell me not, that flames await me ! that 
for moments of bliss I must endure long ages of tor- 
ture ! — Say, that with my body must perish my soul ! 

For, Oh ! should my fearful dream be prophetic r 

Hark, fellows ! Instruments of my guilt, listen to my 
punishment ! — Methought I wandered through the 
low-browed caverns, where repose the reliques of my 
ancestors ! My eye dwelt with awe on their tombs, 
with disgust on mortality’s surrounding emblems ! 
Suddenly a female form glided along the vault ; — It 
was Angela ! She smiled upon me, and beckoned me 
to advance. I flew towards her ; my arms were al- 
ready unclosed to clasp her — when suddenly her figure 
changed, her face grew pale, a stream of blood gushed 
from her bosom ! — Hassan, ’twas Evelina ! 

Saib. and Has. Evelina ! 

Osm. Such as when she sank at my feet expiring, 
while my hand grasped the dagger still crimsoned wdth 
her blood We meet again this night !” murmured 
her hollow voice ! Now rush to my arms, but first 
see what you have made me ! Embrace me my bride- 
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groom ! We must never part again While speak 
ing, her form withered away : the flesh fell from her 
bones ; her eyes burst from their sockets : a skeleton, 
loathsome and meagre, clasped me in her mouldering 
arms ! — 

Saib. Most horrible ! 

Osm. Her infected breath was mingled with mine ; 
her rotting fingers pressed my hand, and my face was 
covered with her kisses ! Oh I then, then how I trem- 
bled with disgust ! And then blue dismal flames 
gleamed along the walls ; the tombs were rent asunder ; 
bands of fierce spectres rushed round me in frantic 
dance ; furiously they gnashed their teeth while they 
gazed upon me, and shrieked in loud yell — “ Wel- 
come, thou fratricide ! Welcome, thou lost for ever ! 
—Horror burst the bands of sleep; distracted I flew 
hither : But my feelings — words are too weak, too 
powerless to express them. 

Saibm My lord, my lord, this was no idle dream ! 
^Twas a celestial warning; 'twas your better angel 
that whispered — Osmond, repent your former crimes ! 
Commit not new ones !’* — Remember, that this night 
should Kenric — 

Osm, Kenric ? — Oh ! speak ! Drank he the poison ! 

Saib, Obedient to your orders, I presented it at 
supper ; but ere the cup reached his lips, his favourite 
dog sprang upon his arm, and the liquor fell to the 
ground untasted. 

Osm. Praised be heaven ! Then my soul is lighter 
by a crime! — Kenric shall live, good Saib. What 
thqugh he quit me, and betray my secrets ? Proofs he 
^ihbot bring against me, and bare assertions will not 
be believed. At worst should his tale be credited, long 
ere Percy can wrest her from me, shall Angela be 
mine. Hassan to your vigilance I leave the care of my 
beloved. Fly to me that instant, should any unbidden 
foot-step approach yon chamber-door. Pll to my couch 
Follow me, Saib, and watch me while 1 sleep. 
TOeiiy if you see my limbs convulsed, my teeth 
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clenched, my hair bristling, and cold dews trembling 
on my brow ! Seize me ! Rouse me ! Snatch me from 
my bed ! I must not dream again. — Oh ! how I hate 
thee, sleep! — Friend of virtue, oh! how I dread thy 
coming ! [Exit with Saib^ through m.d. 

Has, Yes, thou art sweet, vengeance ! Oh i 
how it joys me when the white man suffers ! Yet 
weak are his pangs, compared to those 1[ felt when torn 
from thy shores, O native Africa ! from thy bosom, my 
faithful Samba ! — Ah ! dost thou still exist, my wife ? 
Has sorrow for my loss, traced thy smooth brow with 
wrinkles ? — My hoy too, whom on that morning when 
the man-hunters seized me, I left sleeping on thy bo- 
som, say, lives he yet ? does he ever speak of me ? 
Does he ask, Mother, describe to me my father ; 
show me how the warrior looked?** — Ha! has my bo- 
som still room for thoughts so tender? Hence with 
them 1 Vengeance must possess it all ! Oh I when I 
forget my wrongs, may I forget myself! When I for- 
bear to hate these Christians, god of my fathers ! may*st 
thou hate me ! Ha ! Whence that light ? A man moves 
this way with a lamp ! How cautiously he steals a- 
long 1 He must be watched. This friendly column 
will shield me from his regards. Silence ! He comes. 

(Retires l.h.) 

Enter Kenric, softly , with a lamp, r.h. 

Kefi. All is hushed 1 the castle seems buried in 
sleep. Now then to Angela ! [Exit, l.h. 

Has, (Advancing,). — ^It was Kenric ! — Still he 
moves onwards — Now he stops — *Tis at the door of 
Angela’s chamber I — He unlocks it ! — He enters ! — 
Away then to the earl : Christian, soon shall we meet 
again ! [Exit, m.o. 

SCENE II, — Angela^ s Apartment, 

Angela, stands by the windoto, which is open, and 
through which t ho moon is seen. 



46 CASTLE SPECTRE. 

Will it never arrive, this tedious lingering 
hour ? Sure an age must have elapsed since the friar 
left me, and still the bell strikes not one ! Hark \ 
Surely 1 heard — some one unlocks the door ! — Oh ! 
should it be the earl ! should he not retire ere the 
monk arrives 1 — ^The door opens ! — How I — Kenric 
here ! — Speak — what would yeu ? 

a 

£nter Kenric, l.h. 

Ken. Softly, lady 1 — If over-heard, I am lost, and 
your fate is connected with mine — 

What means this mystery ? — This midnight 

visit — 

Ken. Is the visit of a friend, of a penitent ! — lady, 
I must away from the castle : the keys are in my pos- 
session : I will make you the companion of my flight, 
and deliver you safe into the hands of Percy. — But, ere 
we depart — {Kneelings) — Oh ! tell me, lady, will you 
plead for me with one, who to me alone owes sixteen 
years of hard captivity ? 

Aug. Rise, Kenric : I understand you not. Of 
what captive do you speak! 

Ken. Of one, who by me has been most injured, 
who to you will be most dear. Listen, lady, to my 
strange narration. I was brought up with Osmond, 
was the partner of his pleasures, the confidant of his 
cares. The latter sprang solely from his elder brother, 
whose birth-right he coveted, whose superiority he 
en^d. Yet his aversion burst not forth, till Evelina 
Neville, rejecting his hand, bestowed her’s with her 
heart on Reginald. Then did Osmond’s passion over- 
leap all bounds. He resolved to assassinate his bro- 
ther when returning from the Scottish wars, carry off 
the lady, and make himself master of her person by 
force. This scheme he imparted to me t he flatterecf, 
th^atened, promised, and 1 yielded to his seduction ! 

Wretched man ! 

Condemn me not unheard. 'Tis true, that 1 
^^||||dwed Osmond to the scene of slaughter, but no 



CAjSTLE SPECTRE. 

Wood that day imbrued my liand. It was the earl 
whose sword struck Reginald to the ground : it was 
the earl whose dagger was raised to complete his crime, 
when Evelina threw herself upon her husband’s body, 
c.nd received the weapon in her own. 

Ang. Dreadful ! dreadful 1 

Ken, Osmond’s wrath became madness. He gave 
the word for slaughter, and Reginald’s few attendants 
were butchered on the spot. Scarce could my prayers 
and arguments save from his wrath, his infant niece^ 
whose throat was already gored by his poniard. An- 
gela, your’s still wears that mark. 

Ang» Mine? — Almighty powers ! 

Ken, Lady, ’tis true. 1 concealed in Allan’s cot-" 
tage the heiress of Conway : There were you doomed 
to languish in obscurity, till, alarmed by the report of 
hist spies that Percy loved you, he caused me to re- 
claim you from Allan, and resolved, by making you his 
wife, to give himself a lawful claim to these pos- 
sessions. 

Ang, The monster ! Oh ! good, good Kenric I and 
you knelt to me for pardon ? You to whom 1 owe my 
life ! You to whom — 

Ken, Hold ! oh ! hold ! — lady, how little do I de- 
ser»^e your thanks ! — Oh ! listen ! listen ! — 1 was the 
last to quit the bloody spot : sadly was I retiring, when 
a faint groan struck my ear. I sprang from my horse ; 

I placed my hand on Reginald’s heart j it beat beneath 
the pressure ! {Here Osmond appears at the doorj 
motions to Saib^ to retire, l.h.s.k. and advances 
himself unobserved,) 

Ang. It beat ! It beat ! Cruel, and your dagger 

Ken. Oh ! that would have been mercy ! No, lady. 
It struck me, how strong would be my hold over Os- 
mond, while hk brother was in my power 5 and this re- 
flection determined me to preserve him. Having 
plunged the other bodies in the Conwa/s flood, I pla- 
ced the bleeding earPs on my horse before me, and 
conveyed him still insensible to a retreat, to all except 
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tnyselt a secret. There 1 tended his wounds carefully *, 
and succeeded in preserving his life. — Lady^ ReginPild 
^till exists. — {Here Osmond with a furious huok 
draws his dagger^ and motions* to stab Kenric,^ A 
moments reflection makes him stay his hand^ and h£ 
returns the weapon into the sheath,) 

Ang, Still exists, say you? My father still exists ? 

Ken, He does, 'if a life so wretched can be termed 
existence. While his swoon lasted, I chained him to his 
dungeon wall ; and no sooner were his wounds healed, 
than I entered his prison no more. L^dy, near sixteen 
jrears have passed, siiire the human voice struck the ear 
of Reginald ! 

Ang, Alas ! alas ! 

Ken,. But the hour of bis release drawls near : then 
follow me in silence ; I will guide you to Reginald’s 
dungeon : this key unlocks the castle gates ; and ere 
the cock crows, safe in the arms of Percy — {Here his 
eye falls upon Osmond^ who has advanced betvjeen 
him and Angela, She shrieks^ and sinks into a 
chair.) Horror ! — ^The earl ! — Undone for ever I 

Osm. Miscreant !—* Within there ! 

JEnter Saib, Hassan, and Muley, l.h .s.e. 

«■ 

Osm. Hence with that traitor ! confine him in the 
western tower ! 

Ang. {Starting wildly from her seat ) Yet speak 
plijpc more, Kenric ! Where is my father I What place 
(^i^eals him ? 

Osm. Let him not speak ! Away with him ! (JETen* 
ric isforcedoff'hy the Africans ^ L.if.) 

Osm. {Paees the stage with a furious air^ while 
dngela eyes him with terror : at length he stops^ 
and addresses her,) Nfty, stifle not your curses ! Wlw 
should your tongue be silent when your eye speaks? Is 
there written on ^svery feature Vengeance on the 
il Justice oo iny mothcr^s murderer ?'* — But 
nie^ Angela ! Compared to that which soon 
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must be thine, these titles are sweet and lovely. 
Know’st thou the word parricide, Angela ? Know’st 
tliou their pangs who shed the blood of a parent? — 
Those pangs must he thine to-morrow. This long- 
con-jealecl captive, this new-found father — 

Ang, Your brother, Osmond ? your brother? — 
Surely you cannot, will not — 

Osm. Still doubt you, that J b(»th can, and will ?— 
Remember Kenri(*’s tale 1 Remember, thoiigii the first 
blow failed, the second wnll strike deeper! — But from 
whom must R(?ginald receive that second ? Not from 
his rival l)rot)K'i ! not from bis inveterate foe ! — from 
his daughter, his unreeling daughter! ’TIs she, who, 
refusing me lierhand, will place a dagger in mines^’tis 
she, wliose voice declaring that she hates me, wdll bid 
me ])Uinge that dagger in her father’s heart ! 

Man 1 man ! drive me not mad ! 

Oam, Tlien fancy that he lies in some damp solitary 
dungeon, writhing in death’s agonies, his limbs dis- 
torted, his <*,ye-stnngs breaking, his soul burthened with 
crimes, h\< last words curses on bis unnatural child, 
who could have saved him, hut would not ! 

An^. Horrible! horrible! 

Osm. Must Reginald die, or will Angela be mine ? 

Ang, Thine ? — She will perish first 1 

O.'fw. You have pronounced his sentence, and his 
blood be on your head ! — Farewell ! 

Ang, {Detaining hirriy and throwing herself on her 
knees,) Hold! hold! l/ook with pity on a creature 
whom your cruelly has bowed to the earth, whose 
heart you have almost broken, whose brain you have 
almost turned 1 — Mercy, Osmond I Oh ! mercy ! 
mercy I 

Osm, Lovely, lovely suppliant I Why owe to cold 
consent what force may this instant give me ? — It shall 
be so, and thus — {Attempting to clasp her in his armSy 
she starts from the ground suddenly^ and draws her 
dagger with a distracted look.) 

Ang. Away 1 approach me not! dare not to touch 
me, or this poniard— 

P 
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Osm, Foolish girl ! let me but say the word, and 
thou art disarmed that moment. {Attempting to seize 
itf his eyes rest upon the hUi^ and he starts hack with 
horror,) By hell, the very poniard which — 

Ang, {In an exulting tone,) Ha ! hast thou found 
me, villain ? — Villain, dost thou know this weapon ?■ 
Know’st thou whose blood incrusts the ])oint? Mur- 
derer, it flowed droin the bosom of my mother! 

Osrn, Within there 1 help ! — {Hassan and Alaric 
enter,) Oh 1 God in licavcn ! {He falls senseless into 
their arms, and they convey him from the chamber ^ 
the door is locked after them,) 

Ang. He faints 1 — Long may the villain wear 
thy chains, oblivion ! — Long be it ere he wakes to 
commit new crimes 1 — {She remains for some mo-- 
merits prostrate on the ground in silent sorroiv. The 
castle-hell strikes one ) Hark 1 the bell ’Tis the 
time which the monk appointed. He will not tarry: 
Ha ! what was that ? Methought the sound of music 
floated by me 1 It seemed as some one had struck the 
guitar 1 — I must have been deceived ; it was but fancy. 
{A plaintive voice sings within y accompanied by a 
guitar,) 

** Lullaby ! — Lullaby ! — Hush thee^ my dear^ 

Thy father is coming, and soon will be hei'e 

Ang* Heavens ! The very words which Alice — 

{The folding doors unclose, and the oratory is seen 
illuminated. In its centre stands a fall female figure, 
her white and flowing garments spotted with blood ; 
her veil is thrown hack, and discovers a pale and me- 
lancholy counteyiance ; her eyes are lifted upwards, 
her arms extended towards heaven, and a large wound 
appears upon her bosom, Angela sinks upon her 
hiees, with her eyes riveted upon the figure, which 
^./br some moments remains motionless. At length the 
i/re advances slowly to a soft and plaintive strain ; 
sttrps opposite to Megmams picture, and gazes 
n it in silence* She then turns, approaches An- 
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gela^ seems to invoke a blessing upon her^ points 
to .the picture, and retires to the oratory, 'The 
music ceases, Angela rises with a wild look, and 
follows the vision, extending her arms towards it. 
The spectre waves her hand, as bidding her fare* 
’ well. Instantly the organ's swell is heard; a full 
chorus of female voices chaunt Jubilate !'* a blaze 
of light flashes through the oratory, *and the folding 
doors close with a loud noise.) 

END OP ACT IV. 


ACT V. 

SCENE 1 . — A view of Conway -ccEstle Iry moonlight. 

'Enter Alcan and Motlpy, l.h. 

Allan. But should the friar's plot have failed— 

Mot. Failc'd, and a priest aud a petticoat concerned 
in it, — oh, no, a plot composed of such good ingre- 
dients cannot but succeed — ugh 1 would 1 were again 
seated by the fisher’s hearth — the wind, blows cruel 
sharp and bitter. 

Allan. For shame Gilbert, is not my lord equally 
exposed to its severity. 

Mot. Oh the flame in his bosom, keeps him warm, 
and in a cold night love wraps one up better than a 
blanket ; but that not being my situation, the present 
object of my desires is a blazing wood fire, and Venus 
would look to me less lovely, than a smoking sack 
posset.— Oh, when I was in love I managed matters 
much better, 1 always paid my addresses by the fire 
side, and contrived to urge my soft suit, jfist at dina^f 
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time — then how I filPd my fair one’s ears with fine 
speeches, while she fill’d my trencher with roast beef, 
—Then what fic^ures and tropes came out of my mouth 
and what dainties and tid bits went in ! — ’Twould have 
done your heart pood to hear me talk, and see me eat, 
and you’d have found it no easy matter to decide whe- 
ther I’d most wit or appetite — 

Allaru And who was the object of this voracious 
passion ? 

Mot, A person well calculated, to charm both my 
heart, and my stomach ; it was a lady of great merit, 
who did earl Percy’s father the honour to superintend 
his culinary concerns; 1 was scarce fifteen, when she 
kindled a flame in iiiy heart while lighting the kitchen 
fire; from that moment I thought on nothing but her 
—my mornings were passed in composing poems on 
her beauty ; rny evenings in reciting them in her ear, 
for nature had equally denied the fair creatuie and ray- 
self the faculty of reading and writing, 

Allan, You were successful ] hope. 

Mot, Whyatlength she consented to be mine; when, 
bh ! cruel fortune ; taking one night a drop too much 
—poor dear creature, >\\c never got the better of it — 1 
wept her loss, and composed an elegy upon it — It 
began thus — 

Haked he the pies to coals ^ 

‘‘ Burn roast meat huruy 
Boil o'er ye pots — ye spits forget to turn^ 
Cindrelia's death — 

Enter Earl Pkrcy, r.h. over the bridge, 
Allan, Here comes the earl. 

Mot, In trhth my lord you venture too near the 
castle; should you fall into Osmond’s power a second 
time, your next jump, may be into a better world — 
Perm Oh, there’s no danger, Gilbert ; my followers 
not far off, and will join me, at a moment’s warn- 
j then fear not me. 
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Mot, With all my heart — but permit me to fear for 
myself — we are now within bow shot of the castle — 
the archers may think proper to amuse us with a proof 
of their skill, and were I to feel an arrow quivering in 
my gizzard, probably 1 should be much more surprised, 
than pleased. Good my lord, let us back to the fish- 
erman's hut. ^ 

Per. Your advice may be wise, Gilbert, but I cannot 
follow it — see you nothing near yonder tower? 

Mot, Y^es certainly. — Two persons advance towards 
us : yet they cannot be our friends, for I see neither the 
lady's pc.tlicoat nor the monk’s paunch ! 

Pvt, Still they approach, though slowly: one leans 
on his companion, and seems to move with pain. JLet 
us retire and observe them. 

Mot, Avvay, sir : I'm at your heels. — 

[They retire^ r.h.s.e; 

Kilter Saib conducting Kenric, r.h.s.e. 

Saih, Nay, yet hold up a while ! — now we are near 
the fisher’s cottage. 

Ken, Good Saib, I needs must stop ! — enfeebled by 
Osmond’s tortures, my limbs refuse to bear me further! 
— here lay me down : then fly to Percy, guide him to 
the dungeon, and, ere ’tis too late bid him save the 
father of Angela ! 

Per, {To Motley,) — Hark ! did you hear ? 

Saib, Yet, to leave you thus alone ! — 

Ken, Ob ! heed not me! think, that on these few 
moments depend our safely, Angtda’s freedom, Regi- 
nald’s life ! — you have the master-key 1 fly then — oh ! 
fly to Percy ! {Percy and Motley come forward^ r.h. 
to Kenric and Saih,) 

Per, Said he not Reginald ! — speak again, stranger ! 
What of Reginald ? 

Saib, Ha ! look up, Kenric ! — ’tis Percy’s- self ! 

Per. and Mot, How ! — Kenric ? 

Ken, {Sinking at Percy^s feet,) Yes, theguUty^ 
D 3 
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penitent Kenric! oh surely ^twas heaven sent you 
hither ! know, earl Percy, that Reginald lives, that 
Angela is his daughter ! 

Per, Amazement ! and is this known to Osmond ? 

Ken. Two hours have scarcely passed since he siihr- 
prised the secret. Tortures compelled me to avow 
where Reginald hidden, and he now is in his bro- 
ther’s power. Fly then to his aid ! Alas ! perhaps at 
this moment his destruction is completed ! perhaps 
even now Osmond^s dagger — 

Per, Within there 1 Allan 1 Harold ! — quick, Gil- 
bert, sound your horn ! — {Motley sounds it, — it is 
echoed^ l.h.) 

Kutcr Allan, Edric, Harold, and soldiers^ l.h. 

Per, Friends, may 1 depend on your support? 

Har, While wc breathe, all will stand by you ! 

Soldiers, All ! All ! 

Per, Follow me then — away ! 

Ken, Yet stay one moment ! — Percy, to this grate- 
ful friend have I confided a master-key, which will in- 
stantly admit you to the castle, and have described to 
liim the retreat of Reginald ! — Be he your guide, and 
hasten — Oh I that pang ! {He faints ; Allan and 
Edric supports him,) 

Per, Look to him ! He sinks ! Bear him to your 
hut, Edric, and there tend his hurts {To Saib,) — Now 
on good fellow, and swiftly ! — Osmond, despair ! I 
come ! [ISanty with Saib, Motley^ Harold^ and sol- 
dierSj b.h. over the bridge, while Allan and Edric 
convey away Kenric still fainting, i..h. 

SCENE JI. A vaulted Chamber, 

Enter Father Philip, r.h. with a Basket on his 
Arm and a Torch, conducting Angela. 

Phil, Xhanks to St. Francis, we have as yet 
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passed unobserved ! — Surely, of all travelling compa- 
nions, fear is the lea«:t agreeable : I could'nt be more 
fatigued, had J luii twenty miles without stopping! 

Ang, Why this delay ? — Good father, let us pro- 
ceed. 

PhiL Ere I can go further, lady, I must needs 
stop to take l)reath, and rrfVcsh iny spirits with a taste 
of this cordial. {^1'aking a hottle fraitl the basket.) 

Ang. Oh i not now 1 Wait till we are safe under 
Percy’s protection, and then drink as you list. But not* 
now, father ; in pity, not now' ! 

Jh\ PhiL Well, well, be calm, (laughter! — Oh! 
these women ! tliese women ! They mind no one’s 
comfort but their own! — Now', where is the door ? 

Ang. I low tedious seems every moment which I 
pass within these hated walls 1 — Ha ! Yonder comes 
a light 1 

P\ PhiL So, so — I’ve found it at last. {Touching 
a springs a secret door flies open,) 

Ang, It moves this way ! — By all my fears, ’tis Os- 
mond 1 — In, fatlier, in ! Away, for heaven’s sake ! 

[Exeunt^ m.d. closing the door after them,. 

Enter Osmond and Hassan with a Torch, b.h. 

Osm, {After a pause of gloomy meditation,) Is all 
still within the castle ? 

Has, As the silence of the grave. 

Osm. Where are your fellows ? 

PTas, Saib guards the traitor Kenric : Muley and 
Alaric are buried in sleep. 

Osm. 'rheir hands have been stained with blood, and 
yet can they sh ep ? — Call your companions hither. 
{Hassan offers to leave the torch) Away w'ith the 
light ! Its beams are hateful ! [Exit Hassan^ R.n,] 
Yes ! this is the place. If Kenric said true, 
for sixteen years have the vaults beneath me rung with 
my brother’s groans. I dread to unclose the door ! 
How shall 1 sustain the beams of his eye, when they 
rest on Evelina’s murderer ? Ha ! at that name my 
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expiring hate revives ! Reginald ! Reginald ! for thee 
was 1 sacrificed ! Oh ! when it strikes a second blow, 
my poniard shall strike surer ! 

a 

Enter Hassan, Mulky, and Alaric, r.ii. 

Torches, 

t 

The African^ {Together,) My lord ! My lord ! 

Osm, Now, wljy this haste } 

Has, I tremble to inform you, that Saib has fled the 
castle. A master-key, which he found upon Kenrie, 
and of which he k ot possession, has enabled him to 
escape. 

Osm, Saib t(>o gone? — All are false ! All forsake 
me ! 

Has, Yet more, my lord ; he has made his prisoner 
the companion of his flight. 

Osm, {Starting,) How? Kenrie escaped ? 

Ala, ’Tis but too certain ; doubtless he has fled to 
Percy. 

Osm, To Percy ? — Ha ! Then I must be speedy ; 
my fate hangs on a thread • Friends, I have ever found 
ye laithful ; mark me now ! {Opening the private door,) 
Of these two passages, the left conducts to a long chain 
of dungeons ; in one of these my brother still lan- 
guishes. Once already have you seen him bleeding 
beneath my sword — but he yet exists. AJy fortune, 
my )f>ve, n;iy my life, are at stake ! — Need I say more 
(Each half unsheathes his sword,) — That gesture 
speaks me understood. On then before, 1 follow you. 
{The Africans pass through the private door : Os^ 
mond is advancing towards it ivhen, he suddenly 
starts hack) — Ha ! Why roll these seas of blood be- 
fore me? Whose mangled corse do they bear to 
my feet ? — Fratricide ? — Oh ! ^tis a dreadful name ! — 
—Yet how preserve myself and Reginald ? — It cannot 
be ! We must not breathe the same atmosphere. — 
Fale, thy hand urges me ? Fate, thy voice prompts 
\ Thou hast spoken ; I obey. {Hefolloivs the Af^ 
the door is closed after him,). 
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SCENE III. — A gloom j/ suhterraneous Dungeon y 
wide and loftif : the upper part of it has in several 
placc.^ fallen in. and left large Chasms, On one 
Side ar*: rarious Passages leading to other Ca^ 
verns * o)i ihc of her is an Iron Door with Steps 
leading to i,\ and a fFicket in thq Middle, Hegi- 
und e:n(in(tfed^ la coarse Garments^ his 
Hair htinging wildtp ahont his Fave^ and a Chain 
houu'i round his ^iada, lies sleeping upon a Bed o^ 
Straw, A Tjornp,, a small Haskett and a Pitcher y 
are placed near hhn. After a few Moments he 
awakes^ (did cud ends his ^Irms, 

Reg, My v liihl ! My Evelina !— *Oh ! fly me not, 
lovely foini' ! — They arc gv^ne, and once more I live 
to misery. — Thou wert kind to me, sleep 1 Even now, 
methougiit, I sat in my cast)e-hall : a maid, lovely 
as the queen of fairies, hung on my knee, and 
hailed me by that sweet name, Father!'^ Yes, I 
was happy ! — Yet frown not on me, therefore, dark- 
ness ! I am thine again, my gloomy bride ! — Be not 
incensed, despair, that I left thee for a moment; I 
have passed witJi thee sixteen years ! Ah ! how many 
have 1 still to pass ? — Yet fly not my bosom quite, 
sweet hope ! Still speak to me of libeity, cif light! 
Whisper, that once more 1 shall see the morn break, 
that again shall my fevered lips drink the pure gale 
of evening ! God, thou knowest that J have borne 
my sufferings meekly : I have wept for myself, but 
never cursed rny foes ; 1 have sorrowed for thy an- 
ger, but never murmured at thy will. Patient have 
I been ; oh ! then reward me ; let me once again press 
my daughter in my arms ; let me, for one instant, feel 
again that I clasp to my heart a being who loves me. 
Speed thou to heaven, prayer of a captive! {He sinks 
upon a stoncy tvilh his hands vlaspedy and kis epes 
Lent steadfastly upon the jiame of the lamp,) 
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Angela and Father Philip are seen through the 
Chasms ahove^ passing slowly » 

Ang^ Be cautious, father !~Feel you not how the 
ground trembles beneath us ? * 

Jf^, Phil, Perfectly well \ and would give my best 
breviary to find myself once more on terra-firma. But 
the outlet cannot be far oft*: let us proceed. 

Ang, Look down upon us, blessed angels ! Aid us ! 
Protect us ! 

F, Phil, Amen, fair daughter ! {They disappear,) 
Reg, {After a pause.) How wastes my lamp ? The 
houi of Kenric/s visit must long be past, and still he 
comes not. How, if death’s hand hath struck iihn 
suddenly ? My exisence unknown — Away from my 
fancy, dreadful idea ! {Risings and taking the lamp,) 
The breaking of my chain j permits me to wander 
at large through the wide precincts of jiiy prison. 
Haply tlie late stoirii, whose [»ealing thunders were 
heard eVn in this abys^, may have rent some friendly 
chasm : haply some nook yet unexplored — Ah! no, no, 
no 1 My hopes are vain, iny •search will he frvtiiless. 
Despair in these dungeons reigns despotic ; site mocks 
my complaints, rejects my pr.iycrs, and, when I sue for 
freedom, bids me seek it in the grave ! — Death 1 Oh 1 
death 1 how welcome wilt thou l)e to me! 

YEa:it. n.ii.u.E. 

{The noise is heard of a heavy har falling ; 
the door opens,) 

Enter Father Philip and Angela, l.h.s.e. 

F. Phil, How*s tliis ? A door ? 

^Ang. It was barred on the outside. 

K FM, That weMl forgive, as it was’nt bolted on 

fn. But I don’t recollect — Surely Pve not* 

What’s the matter ? 

Fhil. By my faith, daughter, I suspect that I've 
rjA my way. 

Heaven forbid 1 
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JP. Phil. Nay, if "tis so, I shan’t be the first man 
who of two ways has preferred the wrong. 

-‘iw.i;*. Provoking ! And did 1 not tell you to choose 
the right-hand passage I 

• F, /Vi//, Truly, did you : and that was the very thing 
which made me choose the left. Whenever 1 am in 
doubt myself, I generally ask a woman's advice. When 
she's of one way of thinking, Pve alwdys found that rea- 
son’s on the other. In this instance, perhaps, I have < 
been mistaken : but wait here for one moment, and the 
fact shall be ascertained. [Exit r.h.s.e. 

^4ng. How thick and infectious is the air of this 
cavern ! Yet perhaps for sixteen years has iny poor fa- 
ther breathed none purer. Hark ! Steps are quick ad- 
vancing ! The friar conies, but why in such confusion? 


Re-enter Father Philip, running, k.h,s.£. 

F. Phil. Help ! help ! it follows me ! 

Ang. {Detaining him,) What alarms you ? Speak 1 

F. Phil. His ghost ! his ghost ! — Let me go ! — let 
me go ! — let me go ! (Struggling to escape from j^n- 
gela^ he falls and extinguishes the torch ; then hastily 
rises, and rushing up the stair-case, closing the door 
after him.) 

Ang. Father ! Father ! Stay, for heaven’s sake ! 

— He’s gone ! I cannot find the door ! Hark ! 

’Twas the clank of chains !— A light too! It comes yet 
nearer! — Save me, yc powers ! — What dreadful form ! 
’’J’is here ! I faint with terror ! (Sinks almost lifeless 
against the dungeoh*s side.) 


Re-enter Reginald, with a Lam/;, r.h.s.e. 

Reg. (Placing his lamp upon a pile of stones^ 
Why did Kenric enter my prison. Haply, when he 
heard not my groans at the dungeon door, he thought 
that my woes were relieved by death 1 Oh ! when will 
that thought be verified? Thou art dedd, and at rest 
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my wife ! Safe in yon skies, no thought of me molests 
thy quiet. Yet sure 1 wrong thee ! At the hour of 
death thy spirit shall stand beside me, shall close mine 
eyes gently, and murmur, Dfe, Reginald, and be at 
peace !** * 

Atig. Hark ! Heard I not — Pardon, good stran- 
ger 

Reg, {Starting wildly from his seat.) ^Tis she ! 
She comes for me! Is the hour at hand, fair vision? 
Spirit of Evelina, lead on, I follow thee ! {He extends 
his arms towards her ^staggers a few pewes forwards y 
then sinks exhaust uL on the ground.) 

Ang, He faints ! perhaps expires ! — Still, still ! See, 
he revives ! 

Reg, ’'Fis gone 1 Once more the sport of my bewil- 
dered brain ! {SthrtUig /«/>.) Powers of l)h\ss 1 Look, 
where it moves again ! Oh ! say, what art thou ? If 
Evelina, speak, oh speak I 

Ang. Ha ! Named he not Evelina ? That look ! 
This dungeon too I The emotions which his voice — It 
is^ it must be ! Father ! Oh 1 Father ! Father I {Fall^ 
ing upon his bosom.) 

Reg. Said you 't Meant you ? My daughter — my in- 
fant, whom I left — Oh ! yes, it must he true ! My 
heart, whieh springs towaids you, acknowledges my 
child I {Eiuhruving her.) But say, how gained you en- 
trance ? Has Odinond 

Ang, Oh ! that name recalls my terrors 1 Alas ! you 
see in me a fugitive from his violence guided by a 
friendly mon^, whom your approach has frightened 
from me. ] was endeavouring to escape : we missed 
our way, and chance guided us to this dungeon. But 
this is not a time for explanation. Afl^wcr rnc 1 Know 
you the subterraneous passages belonging to this castle ? 

Reg. Whose entrance is without the walls? I do. 

Ang. Then we may yet he saved I Father, we must 
fly, this moment* Percy, the pride of our English 
youth^ waits for me at the Conway’s side. Come then, 
! Stay not one moment longer. {As she ap^ 
doory lights appear above.) 
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Reg, Look ! look, my child 1 The beams of distant 
torches flash through the gloom ! 

Oym. {Above,) Hassaiu guard you the door. — 
Follow me, my friends. {The lights disappear.) 

, Ang. Osmond’s voice! Undone 1 Undone I Oh! 
my father ! he comes to seek you, perhaps to 

Reg. Hark ! they come 1 The gloom of yonder 
cavern may awhile conceal you : fly *to it : hide your- 
self; stir not, I charge you. 

Ang. What, leave you ? Oh ! no, no ! 

Reg. Dearest, I entreat, 1 conjure you, fly I Fear 
not for me ! 

Ang. Father 1 Oh ! Father ! 

Reg. Farewell ! perhaps for ever ! {He forces An- 
gela into the cavern^ then returns hastily y and throws 
himself on the bed of strata.) Now then to hear my 
doom ! 

Enter Osmond, followed by Mulky and 

Alaric with torches. 

Osm. The door unbarred ? Softly, my fears were 
false 1 Lo! where stretched on the ground, a stone his 
pillow, he tastes that repose which flies from my bed 
of down ! Wake, Reginald, and arise ! 

Reg. You here, Osmond ? What brings you to this 
scene of sorrow ? Alas ! hope flies while I gaze upon 
your frowning eye ! Have I read its language aright, 
Osmond ? 

Osm. Aright if you have read my hatred. 

Reg. Have 1 deserved that hate ? See, my brother, 
the once proud Reginald lies at your feet, for his pride 
has been humbled by suffering ! Hear him adjure you 
by her ashes, within whose bosom we both have lain, 
not to stain your hands with the blood of your bro- 
ther ! Kenric has told me that my daughter lives I 
Restore me to her arms ; permit us in obscurity to 
pass our days together 1 Then shall my last sigh im- 
plore upon your head heaven’s forgiveness, and Eve- 
lina’s, 
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Osm» He melts me in my own despite. Tt shall 
so. Rise, Reginald, and hear me! You mentioned 
even now your daughter : know, she is in my power ; 
know, also, that I love her 1 * 

How ? • 

Osm, She rejects my offers. Your authority can 
oblige her to accept them. Swear to use it, and lliis 
instant will I lead’ you to her arms. Say will you give 
the demanded oath ? 

Jieff. I cannot dissemble : Osmond, I never will. 

Osm. How ? Reflect that your life 

Would be V valueless, if purchased by my daugh- 
ter’s tears 3 would be loathsome if embittered by my 
daughter’s misery. Osmond, I will not take the oath. 

Osm. {Almost choked with passion.) ’Tis enough I 
{To the Africans^ You know your dut$ ! Drag him 
to yonder cavern ! Let me not see him die 1 

Reg. {Holding hy a fragment of the tvally from 
which the Africans strive to force him.) Brother, for 
pity’s sake I for your soul’s happiness 1 
Osm. Obey me, slaves 1 Away 1 

Angela rushes in wildly^ from the Cavern. 

Ang. Hold off! Hurt him not! He is my fatl^er I 
Osm. Angela here ? 

Reg. Daughter, what means 

Ang. {Embracing him.) You shall live, father! I 
will sacrifice all to preserve you. Osmond, release my 
father, and solemnly I swear- 

Reg. Hold, girl, and first hear me 1 {Kneeling.) 
God of nature, to thee I call ! If e’er on Osmond’s bo- 
som a child of mine rests ; if e’er she call him hus- 
band who pierced her hapless mother's heart, that 

moment shall a wound, by my own hand inflicted 

Ang. Hold ! Oh ! hold — ^End not your oath 1 
Osm. I burn with rage 1 
Ang. I swear 1 

Be repaid by this embrace ! 

‘jpt. Be ir your last ! Tear them asunder 1 Ha I 

UHLrAS-CMfe 3 
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JEnter Hassan, hastily^ l.h.s.e. 

Ha$. My lord, all is lost ! Percy has surprised the 
toastie, and speeds this way ! 

Osm, (>)nfusion! Then I must be sudden. Aid 
me, flassan ! {Hassan and Osmond force Angela 
from her father^ who suddenly disengages himself 
from Muley and Alaric.) * 

Reg. Friends so near ? Villains ! at least you shall 
buy my life dearly ! {Suddenly seizing Hassan^s 
swovdn) 

Osm. {Employed with JJassan in detaining Angela^ 
while Reginald defends himself against Muley and 
Alaric.) Down with him ! Wrest the sword from 
him ! {Alaric is vjoundal^ and falls ; Muley gives 
back; at the same time Osmond's party appears 
above, pursued by Perqfs,) Hark ! they come ! — 
Dastardly villains ! — Nay then my own liand must— 
{Drawing his stvord, he rushes upon Reginald, who 
is disarmed, and beaten upon his knees ; when at the 
moment that Osmond lifts his arm to stab him, JEve- 
Uriahs Ghost throws herself between them .* Osmond 
starts hack, and drops his sword. — Angela disen- 
gaging herself from Hassan, she springs suddenly 
forwards, and plunges her dagger in Osmond^s bo- 
som, who falls with a loud groan, and faints^ The 
Ghost vanishes : Angela and Regmald rush into 
each other's arms.) 

Ang, Father, thou art mine again ! 

Enter Pkiicy, Saib, Harold, &c. l.h.s.e. 

Osmond's Party — They all stop on seeing him 

bleeding upon the ground. 

Per., Hold, my brave friends ! — See where lies the 
object of our search 1 

Ang., Percy I — Dear Percy ? 

Per. {Flying to her.) Dearest Angela ! 

Ang. My friend, my guardian angel f Come, Percy> 
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come ! embrace my father ! Father, embrace the pro- 
tector of your child ! 

jPer. Do I then behold earl Reginald ? 

Jieg, {Embracing him*) 'J'Hc same, brave Percy ! 
Welcome to my heart 1 Live ever next it. 

Ang*, Oh, moment that overpays my sutTcrings ! — 
And yet — Percy, that wretched man — He perished by 
my hand ! {Osmond is conveyed away : Sort) ants 
enter tvith torches^ and the Stage becomes light.) 

Per. But say, fair Angela, what have 1 to hope ? Is 
my love approved by your noble father ? Will he — 
Peg. Percy, this I > no time to talk of love. Let me 
hasten to my expiring brother, and soften with forgive- 
ness the pangs of death ! 

Per. Can you forget your sufferings ? 
lleg. Ah ! youth, has he had none ? Oh 1 in his 
stately chambers, far greater must have been his pangs 
than miue in this gloomy dungeon ; for what gave me 
comfort was his terror, what gave me hope was his 
despair. 

Andy Ohy thou wretch ! whom hopeless woes oj^presSy 
Whose days no joys y whose nights no slumbers bless y 
When pale despair alarms thy phrensied eyey 
Screams in thine car^ and bids thee heav n denyy 
Court thou religio7i, I strive thy faith to save ; 

Bend thy iix\i ghvnce on bliss beyond the grave ; 
Mush guilty murmurs ' banish dark mistrust ! 
Thinky there' s a power above, nor doubt that power 
is just / 


Disposition of the Characters when the curtain falls. 
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THE WOODMAN’S HUT. 


Modern ingenitity has invented a royal road to wisdom, or at least 
to the reputation of it ; nothing can be more simple to the understand- 
iiig, or less laborious in the practise ; all that is requisite to this end is 
the profession of utter contempt for the writers of the day, and the 
use of a few mystical phrases, which, as they have no meaning, are 
allowed to pass for metaphysics; — German horrors, melo-dramatic 
horrors, inelo -drama, classic purity, and a few similar phrases, which 
may be learned by the perusal of Blackwood's Magazine, Mr. Phipps's 
News, and the Champion ; armed with these any lady or gentleman is 
fully competent to the task of criticism, and entitled to look down with ' 
contempt on modern authors. The best weapon for ignorance is con- 
tempt ; it is at once its shield and its spear, its armour of defence and 
its weapon of annoyance. To be pleased with what pleases the many 
is to be of the many, as on the contrary to despise their amusements is 
to be above them. For our own credit, therefore, we ought to write 
** Naso adunco** upon melo-drama; but wc are not ambitions, and' 
even were we so, we have worn out too much of life in study to court 
the opinion of learning by fostering the prejudices of ignorance ; to our 
shame he it said, we liave often been amused by melo-drama, and are 
prepared to offer a few unpalatable truths in its defence. 

Melo-drama is either founded on a simple domestic fable, whether 
true or feigned, or is pure romance, or lastly combines the two. Tlie 
first sort comes as near to real life as any dramatic composition can do ; 
its music is not more remote from nature than the blank verse or tbe 
rhymes of tragedy, and if it err in having too much action, it hat a 
counterbalancing advantage in not being clogged by excess of speech ; 
in fact, the music supplies the place of language, and though the ex- 
liressions of music are not so nicely marked, still in conjunction with 
action, the purport of the scene is easy to be underttbod. 

Whatever effect is to be produced, whether terror pr pathos, melo- 
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dran&ft depends upon the strength of incident. It places characters in 
striking situations, learing the* situatiofis to tell for themselves, and 
carefully avoids encumbering them vpth language; this necessity of 
producing great effects, no doubt sometimes leads to the most monstrous 
anomalies, but we do not spealc of these abuses ; we treat of melo- 
drama as it should be, and as it is in the best m odels. 

The great fault oPthis species of writing is, that it only alms at pro- 
ducing excitement without offering any food to the understanding ; it 
nelthet .exalts nor refines the imagination ; like a dream it leaves no 
impression behind it ; when it is over it is forgotten ; it has stamped 
nothing on the mind by which it is the wiser or the better. Still it af- 
fords amusement without offending the understanding, and to more than 
this it does not pretend ; it is at all events superior to farce, which is 
nothing better than a monstrous caricature for the most part, the only 
oliject of which is to excite an idiot laugh. Both, however, are very 
well in their places, that is as a desert to tragedy or comedy ; melo- 
drama is not, indeed^ substantial food on which the^ mind can be 
nourished, but it is a light pleasant repast to the Imagination. 

Mach nonsense has been solemnly urged agmnst the unnatural 
jumble of music, comedy, and tragedy, which the wise men of Gotham 
suppose to make up melo-drama. But It surely does not need argu- 
ment to prove that no combination is unnatural, the several parts of 
which are in harmony, and all tending to the same result ; that union 
only is to be condemned, which has its parts opposed, to each other, 
thus mutually counteracting the proposed effects. To say that we do 
not act to 'musk in real life is to say nothing ; neither do we act to re- 
citative as in opeva-*-or speak In blank verse as in tragedy — or point 
every speech like an epigram, as In the most approved modern 
comedy i but thus it is, and thus it always will be, when folly puts on 
the gravity of wisdom, and lends itself to censure ; it never will see 
beyond the surfiuse. 

We have said that the melo-drama, founded on domestic history 
or ^^ramatSe fiction, approaches nearest to reality ; still we prefer that 
kind wlttch unites the romantic with the domestic ; the fancy is thus 
gra!fiii|,aiid enough of truth may still be preserved ; there is a richne^, 
Aktpnrlanoe in romance, which, when properly and skilfully employed, 
m^Mmmoitiy eftetive, as on the contrary, by any excess in its use, 
IHllllllSB disgusting. 
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The ** Woodman's Hut" is of this latter class, but leaning, perhaps, 
a little too much on the side of the romantic. The story is arranged 
with great skill and dexterity *, no incident is delayed di* hurried he> 
yond the precise moment of effect ; the interest is regularly but quickly 
. wrcflight up, until it ends in a climax that has not often been surpassed. 
There is too much antecedent matter related in the first scenes, too 
much story-telling, but even this defect is so ably covered by the neat- 
ness of the language and the spirit of the iletail, that it is little felt, 
and may easily be forgiven. 

That the excellence of this little piece entitled it to ail its brilliant 
success is undeniable ; the mind of the ingenious author was more than 
equal to the task ; but, at the same time, it must be confessed, that this 
as well as many other melo-dramas owed its permanont attrackioh to 
the exquisite acting of Miss Kelly ; indeed it is heir peoutiaf genintthat 
has, in some measure, given rise ie this class of Inelo^drjuna, nothing 
can equal her in the tragedy of low life ; so mucl^ has been proved, be- 
yond the power of denial $ but we do not hesitate to say that her ex- 
cellence would be as conspicuous in the higher walks of the drama, and 
it is only to be regretted that a modest distrust of tier own genius with- 
holds her from the trial. 
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SCinu of IfUiinomtatton. 


The time this piece takes in representation, is about one hour 
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Maria, (^her Foster-sister) •••< 

» Mias Cooke. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Before the Castle of Count Conenberg, 

A distant rieu of the river ana the Castle of Baron 

Jfernhauaen^ 

Enter Moritz and LaOra, r.h. 

Mor. WeU, well; — ^be patient and you shall hear 
all about it. 

The question is, why the young Lord Ferdi- 
nand, nephew to pur late master, the Count of Conen- 
berg, has taken possession of this ca^le and estate ? 

mor. Well, you. must know, that about five years 
ago — 

Eau» Yes — 

A/or. Our powerful and terrible neighbour, the Ba- 
ron Herohausen— 

Eau. AyeJ the ^reat baron who lives yonder,^ oii 
the other side the rive^, in the Black Castle, as it is 
called. 

Afor. Hush ! silence ! — he hears every thing— he has 
secret emissaries every where, and spies in every house 
in Bohem^r therefore be silent. 

Eau. I am mute ; provided you’ll talk, and go on 
with your story. 

JIf or. I will. — A war of nearly twbnty years had 
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been waged between the fiimily of Hernhausen and 
that of our late master, the Count of Conenberg, who 
died seven months ago. The chance of war had left 
the count at the mercy of this hitughty baron, who de- 
manded, as the i>rice of peace, his only daughter, tfav; 
lovdy Amelia, in marriage. This young creature, 
then only fifteen years old, shuddered at the thoughts 
of marriage with a man, whom she had been taught to 
detest*— 

Ltou* I. don’t wonder at it — I should have done 
just the same. 

Mot. But the good count, in order to save his de- 
pendants and their fiimilies from the further ravages 
of war, urged her to accept the hand of his con- 
queror. 

Lau. Aye! that’s the way with all your tyrannical 
fathers. 

Mpt. She refused, and he commanded — till at last, 
driven.to despair, as was supposed, she suddenly left 
the castle, and has never since been ^ard of.— Pshaw ! 
There’s some strangers accidentally passing by the 
castle. — And now', as they are gone, let us have a little 
quiet chat. 

JLau. Chat ! — about what, Mr. Moritz ? 

Mot* About my love for you, ye little gypsy. 

Lmu. Lord, Moritz ! you know ’tis no use talking 
' io me of love all you ought to think of is the war 
which we are going to engage in. 

Mot. I’ve a good place as gardener here, and my 
uncle, old Bruhl, who contracts for the wood-cutting 
in the' great forest yonder, is rich, and 1 am to be his 
heir ; so no fear that we shall be able to live happily, 
and provi^ for all our children, though heaven should 
blm usi^llh a dozen or two. 

JMlf For shame, Moritz ! I vow you frighten one 
otti^ one’s wits. 
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SONG. — Lavra. 

Oh never say I stole the heart 
* Which you so freely gave i 

For sooner should the truant part. 

Than stay to he my slave, 
ne'er mould I a gift receive, 

Or valued lave obtain, 

Jffwced, your passion to. remove, 

To give it bach again. 

But as your heart you gave to me, 

Ere yet you knew 'twos fiomn, 

/ couli not let you heartless be, 

So gave you back my own : 

For never could this bosom play 
So treacherous a part. 

As suffer mine with voters to stay. 

To bear a double heart I 

Mor. Well, now it’s all settled— we’ll be married 
to-morrow. 

Lau. Lord now— 1 declare yon bring my heart up 
into my mouth. 

Mor. Do 1 ?— then as I lore your heart, as a right 
good one, I’ll make you shut your mouth, lor ^ar you 
should lose it. * {Kisses her.) 

Lou. So — there 1 vow are the strangers amin ! and 
they’ve seen you kissing me. 1 shall never be able to 
look you in the fiice 'again ; so if you have any mpre 
to say, you must fi>Uow me into the castle. 

[^Exit, I..H. 

Mar. A.nd so I will ; and when the strangers c^n’t 
sec us, I’li have the fellow to that kiss, br know agood 
reason why not. [Music.— -ExU after her. 
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imt f^ootmA»*a hut. 


Filter WoLFENtMKit, Kavnitz, etnd Scuampt, 
R.1I.U.E. watching. 

Stop catttiofiBly^I think those peq)le of thv; 
castle have perceived ue.-^-^aunitz^ is all ready ? 

Kaufii Aye, 1 tvarmst ; we are no shijggards. 

Wolf. I kftbvr not that. For five y^rs you have 
reposed in slunish idteness^ from whibh it is high 
time’ you sboola be rouied* 

Scham. For my pait^ I verily believe my sword has 
grown rusty in its scabbard. . 

Wolf make yourself easy; you will soon have oc- 
casion to rub the riist odl 

Kaun. What is your plan ? 

Wolf: This young count has had the audacity to de- 
clare war on tne barpn : but as our master finds he can 
ill support this unexpected war&re, we are to surprise 
the young county and bear him prisoner to pur lord’s 
castle. 

Scham. Pshaw ! that’s a childish scheme — ’twill be 
impossible ! 

Wdlf Impossible! nothing so easy. You both 
assisted me in the ^izure of tne young aUd beautiful 
Amelia five years ago. 

KaufL True : — ^though unfortunately in three days 
she contrived to escape, and has never, since, be^ 
heard of. 

Spftoin. we may believe a letter she wrote a few 
days after her flighty it is prob^ld that she destroyed 
herdblf, from fbat of again fidlihg into hi$ hands. — 
But jcome^ let ua hoar your intentmiis. 

Woff.^Yovi r^embOr the grotto in tbe^arden of 
thepattM^ ^ 

' have good reason to remember it, for 

*teMfrdm ihat very ptaoe we carried off the girl. At 
thO (Emd of the giotto is a subterraneaO passage, which 

hicn we convej'ed 

VubtorraneaD passage wUi ^in answer 
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out purpose. W e mil hasten on our pretended mis- 
sion to the couiit, and it shall be my business to lure 
him to the spot. You witt lie concealed in the grotto, 
as before, and our scheme mil be accomplished with- 
out noise or dan^r. 

Kdun, One difficulty strikes me. 

Wotf. What is it? 

Kaun. You are aware that there^is only a slender 
foot-bridge across the river, which divides the estate 
of the baron from that of the count ; And we shall be, 
obliged to conduct our prisoner on four long 
leagues through the forest. 

Wolf. 1 have thought of that have ypa iiot ob^ 
served a shiall cottage which stands on the other side 
of the river ? 

' Scham. 1 recollect it well. 

fVotf. It is inhabited by an old woman, and her 
two daughters. At that lonely house we will pass the 
night with our prisoner ; and early in the morniiigi 
the carriage and escort which I have appointed wul 
arrive. 

Kaun . ' Aye, aye ; nothing can be better planned.-r- 
JiCt us to our work. 

Wolf. Steal softly, friends ; when we are once ad- 
mitted, and pass unobserved, if possible, to your 
lurking-place : then, at the proper moment, weM( foU 
on him like a thundeiholt, ^r him off lUcO free- 
booters, and receive onr promised reward, like honest 
gentlemen. [fjretm/, l.h. 

SCENE ll.-^A Chamber in the CaMe. 

1 t 

Sntet Count Fekdin and and W b'rther 

Wer. My dear count,' ! aitt resolved hot. to leave 
you till 1 leaiin whj, initoad c€. the joy mtumlim ob^ 
tidning this gfeat eMath-;- - - - , 

Count F. A ^ptjtsy to'a I w j phl fpB paaiibp, themci'tease 
of wealth and honour us itilf Ihrthtf removed mo 
from the tdgect I udom* , ’ I ■ » 
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fTer. So ! 'Love ! I thought 1 knew the symptoms. 
Gome, come : — who is this ultimo wn charmer, who 
has so suddenly robbed you of your senses ? 

Count jF. V ou remember th^t spmbdays past, 1 left 
fhe castle on horseback, to revisit the romantic spots 
around^ us, which 1 have not seen since my chil(t> 
hood. Alone, and regardless of the ivay, 1 was soon 
lost in the 

, JFer. Yes, I remember your abs^ce frightened ail 
the females of the fiunily out of their wits. 

Count F, At length 9 worn with fatigue, I reached 
the banks of a river. On the other side I perceived a 
lone cottage, and at a little distance from me a boat. 
Having tied my horse to a tree, I was .on the point 
of entering that boat, when my steps were suddenly 
arrested by the cries of a young female. — Heavens ! 
how lovely* an object burst upon my sight ! never did 
I behold a form so beautiful, so interesting. 

fFer. Aye, these solitary damsels in woods, are 
always interesting to us young gentlemen. 

Count F. ** What will become of me ?” said she, 
in tlie mildest tone of entreaty ; What will become 
of me, if you deprive me of the means of regaining 
the opposite bank? Night approi^ches; 1 shall be 
left alone in Jihis forest, and my. poor mother will die 
with grief!” 

Wer. Very pathetic, indeed ! 

. Count F. On ! my dear Werther, I cannot express 
to you what I felt. Afotionless, mute, my eyes were 
fixed on her’s, burning with all the fire of love. 
fFer^' Poeir Ferdinand ! 

Chunt F Alarmed at my appearance, she was on 
the pf.escaping^by flight, when I took her hand, 
dnd detained her. By degrees, my words calmed her 
feaiUy gainod her confidence.— 1 live with my 
widpwpli ^l<^her,” said this angelic creature, in 
that cottage, which Vou on the other side of the 
my name is Caroline Blomfeldt, and I have 
a sedong plants^ from wMcb my mother extracts 
ledies for the sick poor of tbeMighbouring hamlet.” 
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Wer. Yes, I underataiid— ^sortof village doctress, 
who cures all complaints by amulets, and charms, and 
singles, gathered by moonl^ht ! 

Count JR Nay, do not banter. I have little more 
to add. — She said she trembled at the dangers which 
threatened me, at that late hour — pointed out to m4 
the road which would bring me to the plain, and bade 
heaven conduct and guard me in safety ! I o^red her 
my ring, as a token of gratitude, which, perceiving 
she was about to refuse, I threw it at her feet, and has- . 
tening from her, left my heart, my happiness behind 
me. 

Wer. And your ring. Alas I poor count — I pity 
you ! So then you have really fallen in love with a 
sinmle peasant girl, without a name, without fortune 
— Oh ! 1 beg pardon, she has a name^-Caroline 
Blomfeldt. 


Enter a Sbrvant, l.h. 

Serv. My lord, there are strangers who inquire for 
your lordship. 

Count F, Strangers? 

Sero^ Yes, my lord. Theysay their business presses, . 
and beg an immediate audience. They will not 
enter the castle, but have walked by the ramparts, a^d 
descended to the garden. 

Count F. I attend them . — [Crosses to l.h.— 
Sen^.l— Doubtless, some messengers from the Baron 
Hemhausen — to him 1 have sent the mortal defiance 
of our injured and insulted family. Though love 
reiCTS absolute in xm heart, it is stul obedient to the 
calls of honour*. Come, my friend,, let what will 
engage my thoughts for a time, the imageof my lovely 
cottager will still return, and wean them from every 
c^her object. [ Exeunt^ h . 
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G^den of tkeGoHle/ on 

Entdr Kauititz md Sgh am PT^« t)er^ foaAj* 

iii^ nroundy r.m.i^.b. 

JTAm^ l^here^sBo time now fiM^liesitfition.^-<Goe5 

the ^otio,y-^*Giye me yoiir cloak. Make haste and 
open m secret door, tlmt Idads ititothesabterraiieouB 
paetoage— yon recolitet ? 

Schani. I do. {Crosees to grotto^ l.h.} 

Knun. Away, iheil ; yonder see the count an^ 
WoUfend^. They come inis way. 

{They secrete thems^oes in the grotto, i« h.) 

£ifter Moritz, coatfOMB^, R.H. 

Mor. It is as I expected t Thdse villains plan some 
desperate blow against the count. Which way to seek 
hhn ? I’ll e’en to the castle, and aktrm the guards, 
apprize them of thevr danger, and secure these rujBBans 
in their den. \^Exit towards the castle^ L.'h.u.e. 

» 

Count F. and WoiiFBNDBRy twH. 

Wotf. For the last time, I ask the lord of this 
' domm, mv answer. 

iCmaU r. My only answer to jour perfidioitt master 
is the exfniesslonirf Qiy de^ contempt^ and ererlasting 
emhit^; 

Wb^. Sil'ha^ and haugldy'.stiU^ my lord I ' .. 

- GH^^jAye! boldint&caineoQiislice! Withered 
lie thbiaivmt hesitates toStri]mi^(aiBStaUeaclienius, 
lemanaps ^rnmu- Thloogh ^ven, fcr a time, om*- 
n^^wihMrlm depredator lb <^>press, as it sotnetMhas 
smids the pestilenoe, a scoiu^ of huiiian kind, 
at lb own wise hour, retenlS^ mercy hears a 
ptayettf and holts the'^kspotftom ambition’s 
terrible exainple to the world. 

(Crosses to u ii.) 
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Wolf. ’Tis not for me, my to< cope in argu* 
ment on inatters high as . these. ^ My lord, the barrni 
has commissioned me alone, to urge the leirocation of 
your bold defiance. 

^ (hunt F. Never! Awajr! and bid him thatih the 
lenity which sends btck his messenger without soiiie 
marlu of my indignant chastisement. (Crosses to ft.ii.) 

Wolf. y[j lord, with all humilitj^ I esh Aecduse 
of your defiance ; on what plea^ 

Count F. Then him this the cause, kiiO#n 
to me that my fair cousin, the young and beaotifiil 
Amelia, was, by his insolent and daring kind, seiaed 
e’en within this castle’s walls, when, like a midnight 
niief, he stole upon her, and bore his innocent and 
lovely victim a prisoner to his castle, where she, , In 
secret, died. 

Wolf. Had this been so— 

Count F* Had it been so !— 4t was so ; and, or my 
good intelligence has foiled, thou wert an iniamous 
and hateful mstrument in that foul deed. Ha ! dost 
thou tremble, ruflian ? By bfeaven, 1 read upon tby 
guilty foce confession of tne crime* If thou wouldst 
hope for mercy at my hands, or to return with life to 
thy employer, confess! or tortures shall extract the 
truth . — (Jburing this dia log ue, the Party appear 
from the grotto attentive; Wolfenderj seeing his dan-^ 
ger^ looks around him^ and exchanges signs with 
them.) 

Wolf. Oh, nbble count, with patience hear me ! I 
am a poor dependant on my master— 'bound tp> obey 
him as becomes a setvant~W^hat I have doiie has 
been but in obedience* and^ not from choice. Grant 

me but protection,. aM 1 will confess. ' 

•Cdunt F. Proceed— your life is safe. 

Wolf. I do confess 1 was employed, though sorely 
agaiiist iny will^ wilh.otltei^, ifi the service of the ba- 

BT ' ^ 

Count F. To the point at once.— By what^^otriv- 
anoe— by what, base stratagem, wiw she conveyed be* 
yood the walk ?; < 
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Wolf. Even from this very spot it was, my lord, 
^ark you this grdtto; at the furthest end, contrived 
ill fiwrmer times for purposes unknown to me, there is 
the hidden entrance to a path that leads through vault- 
ed passages beneath the moat,*and far beyond yoiyr- 
walls. 

Count jF. Give me aii instant proof of this. 

Wolf. Tliis way, my lord — you shall convince your- 
{The Count enters with Wol fender^ where Kau-. 
nitz and his comrades^ who^ while listenings have 
maced from the grottoy enter behind him. — Kaunitz 
throws the large cloak over his heady while at the same 
moment Wolfender and Schampt seize his hands.) , 

Count F. Help ! help ! 

Wolf. Silence, or death Holding a pistol to his 
breast. — The Count struggles/ they force him 
the grottoy at the mouth of which the encounter^ takes 
place .) — Dowd with him into the secret pass. 

[Exeunt to grottOy l.h. 

END OF ACT I*. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I . — The interior of a cottage. — On one side 
a chimney ; a little further y on^the same sidey an 
external door : on the othery the door of an inner 
chamber^ — A spinning Wheely table ^ and some 
wooden ^ chairs. — Nighty distinguished by the 
darkness of a high windowl^^A lamp on the 
table. 

AutBiitA discaoeredy closing the doory which she 
^ ^ — Musicy as the curtain rises y indicating 


How dark the night ! The river is fearfully 
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agitated by the wind; and the sky threatens a storm ! 
all is alike gloomy, without q,nd within ! still must the 
wretched Amelia, an outcast from her splendid birth- 
rij^ht, be grateful to heaven for the shelter even of 
this miserable roof. Within this week, too, desith 
has robbed me of my dear foster-mother, the only 
ccmfort the wprld had left me! My enemies alone 
still live! I have lost all — ^parents, .fortune, friend! 
all that I have left is hope, my innocence, and hea- 
ven! ’Tis Maria, the orphan daughter of my 1(^ 
friend — oh let me forget my own sorrows, in tne en- 
deavour to lighten hers I 

Enter Maria / rom the inner room^ 

My dear Maria, why are you not yet at rest ? — ^it is 
eleven o’clock ! 

Maria. I cannot sleep, dear madam — if 1 could, I 
should be haj>py. 

Amel. 1 will not bid you cease to weep— but do not 
indulge in unreasonable grief. Sit down with me^ 
before I go to rest, I wish to finish this work, and to- 
morrow you can take it to the village, .and, at the 
same time, inquire after poor Emily — she wants no- 
thing but repose. I have prepared the opiate, with 
which your good mother used to relieve her; the 
effect of it is certain, and so expeditious, that she will 
fall asleep, as soon as she has drank it. 

Maria. Ah, madam, you are a blessing to the vil- 
lage, for you are ever the friend of the unfortunate. 

Amel. 1 wish to be so. Come, sit down— 1 have 
much to say to yoii. 

Maria. To me, madam ? 

Amel. It is become necessary to form some jdan for 
my future life you know, that since my escape from 
the Baron of Hemhausen— who little dreams, that 
even on his own estate, I have found a peacefiil home 
— ^here, for five years in the disguise of poverty, I have 
remained, shdtored and fostered still oy hmr, whose 
tender care sustained my infimt years. • You know 
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that some months ago my father difd; but, fearing 
the dreadffal power of my enemy, 1 have never diEtred 
retunj to claim my paternal rights.—* haltoois 

heurdf B.H.u.£.)~Hark! ivhat can that mean?— 
iHMoo agaw >) — Some traveller, doubtless, who has 
lost his road. Run, Maria — no, not to the door- 
above stairs, from the ivindow— rdn— make haste. — 
[£xU JU0ria up rtmVr:]— (iooimg^ afi^r her .) — 
Yes, artless innocent, 1 hav^ no fear in trusting thee 
—but the softer secret of my heart, must still be mine 
alone *— ( Takes a ring from her ^o^oin.)— Shall 1 in- 
dulge this iveaknesf— shall 1 indulge the sweet, the 
pleasing hope, which fancy has created ? This ring, 
left by tW interesting strange, whom, by chance, 1 
met eight days ago— this ring, emblazoned with the 
well known arms of Conenberg, does it not tell me 
who he was ? Yes, yes — it muirt be Ferdinand, the re- 
lation whom, though from infancy l^was taught to 
love. Hill that auspicious day, I never saw. 

Maria. ( Within.) Yes, yes, gentlemen, I will return 
in a moment. 

Wolf. {Without.) Be quick, then, and open the 
door. 


Enter Maria, running in terror down stairs. 

, Amel. Heavens ! what is the matter ? who is it ? 

Maria. Oh, madam, 1 shall die with fright! Here 
are several armed men, who are conducting some un- 
happy wretch* 

Amel. A^prisoiier ? 

Mearia. We are lost noise heard near the, en- 
trance door.)— DonH you hear them ? 

Amel. Who can these people be ? 

Maria. DonH let them in, for heaven’s sake. 

AmM. Ales ! we are unable to.resist their strength — 
only imtate them : t^^ are, pe^aps, 
%:le^ tve im»t admit fhefti^— 

waven, conceal your aaftation, 
hsmveiall«ibe sura to adddaw as your sister. 

iGofito open the door.) 
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Maria, What will become.of us ? 1 would sooner 

they should Inreak open the dow,. than let than . in 
myself.— ) 

The dear b^ng opened— Enter W oiiFKitoeb. 

» 

Wolfe Good night, young lass, good night-^l will 
be obliged to you, if you will afford^me my com- 
panions shelter for a few hours* DonH be alarmed, 
we shall not molest you* 

AmeL You are very welcome — but you will find, 
but bad accommodation in this poor cottage. 

Wolf Wb are charged witn a prisoner of high 
rank, and it is prudent not to continue our journey 
until daylight. There is no other house within two 
leagues. 

Asneh You are conducting a prisoner ? 

Wolf. Yesrthe irreconcilable enemy of our master,, 
the ^ron of Heruhausen. 1 am Wolfender, his 
foithiiil esquire. 

Ameln oir, I have the honour — (Aside .) — another 
victim ! 

Wolf My comrades are waiting, and our prisoner,, 
above all, is in great need of rest. [£j7^, r.h. 

AmeL Pray desire the gentlemen to come in. — 
(Aside. J — If I can render any service to this unfor- 
tunate ! 

Maria. If you had denied them entrance, . they 
would have proceeded on their journey. 

AmeL Perhaps not. 

Enter WoLFEJfnun, Kaunitz, and 

Scuambt^ mijth Goui^t CoNR^fBUiio, prisoner, 

R.H. — Music as they enter. 

Kaun.. Here wa orer^iHe devil take the brid^ge for 
having qWg^ vw tp quit our conveyance. \ye have 
waliced it i^t a league throu^ idl tWrain. 

AmeL (Asides) Oh^ heavens I what dimdfui fiices ! 

Wolf (>aae yon almll have tiine 

,to dry yourselves. 
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Kaun. {To thcCounU) Sit you there. — {Conenberg 
sits near the chimney, Amelia approaches and fecag-^ 
nises her lorer,) 

AmeL Ah ! 

Maria, {Running up io Amelia.) What’s Ihe^ 
matter, sister ? ^ * 

AmeL Nothing, my dear, nothing at all. — (Aside.) 
— ^’Tis he ! — ( Amelia takes the ring from her bosom 
and kisses it.) 

Scham. Come, make us a bit of we are wet 
to the skin. 

AmeL (In ^eat agitation.) Immediately, gentle- 
men. You shall have all you wish for immemately. 
— (Aside. )— The young stranger in the power of these 
wretches ! — (Aloud.) — -Here are seats, gentlemen. 
Pray sit you down. Go and get something to make 
the fire bum, don’t you see it is almost out? — and 
make haste. (To Maria, briskly.) 

Maria. I will) sister — ^Ah, heaven ! what docs she 
mean (Maria goes to the chimney and stirs the 
fire.) 

Wolf. Take time, good girl— We are sorry to give 
yon so much trouble. 

AmeL Since chance has procured me the honour of 
this visit, I shalLendeavour to entertain you, as well as 
you deserve. 

Wolf. You may depend upon it, you shall be well 
paid for your complaisance. 

AmeL 1 don’t doubt that : I shall do my best. — (To 
Marta.) — Is the fire burning ? 

Maria. Yes, sister. 

AmeL Come, gentlemen, near the fire ! — f 7%e ro/- 
Hers are mooing towards the fire. Wolf ender calls 
hem.) 

. Wolfi Hfear me. — (They att pass to his side — he 
s^tsses DmgerfeUU.) — ^You must pursue your 
oui^ney: you willm^t the detachment which ought 
met us at this cottage. 

(Aside.) A detamiment! 

y You* wifi derire them to hurry their 'march as 
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AmeL Just heaven ! how can I save him ? 

It shall be done. [^JEantf 

Wolf, Go. — (Amelia approaches the County and 
looks at him with interest^ endearoouring to obtain his 
attention,') — What are vou doing there ? — (To Ame^ 
•Hat) — If you don’t wish U> lose your liberty, or your 
life, be careful how you go near the prisoner. 

Count F, Prisoner ! wr^ch ! Dare you apply that 
term to me ? 1 your prisoner I say rather your nct^ 
If 1 had fallen into yourmhster’spower by thechttuce 
of war, I should have borne my &te with lesigaeEtiidi^ 
but thus seized by cowardly pii^dy, I regard you liii 
robbers and assassms. 

Scham, Do you hear that ! Ha, ha, ha ! 

Amel. (Aside,) He does not see me 4 or he reobt- 
lects me not! ha! — so much the belter — it will 
answer my purpose. Heaven give me fortitude ! I 
must gain their confidence. — (A7oud,)-^Heia ignorant 
no doubt that evciy strata^in is allowable to entrap 
an enemy. 1 think the Baron of Hemhausen has 
acted wisely. Make yourselves quite easy, frieDds, if 
any one here pities him, it will notbe me. 

Wolf, Well said, my lass. 

Count F, Monster? Itisa woman’svoice^butthe 
language of a daemon. ^ 

Maria, I cannot think him guilty of any cripie ; he 
has the countenance of a good man. 

Amel, Be silent — it does not become a child like 
you, to judge of pe^e by their looks— veir pretty 
indeed at your age. nepare this table, and abn’t in- 
terfere with state affairs. 

Maria, But^ter-r- 

Silence! do 'as I bid you. 

Wolf, I am well satisfied with your zeal, my girl ; 
1 am fatigued, and wish to sleep for a short tune. 
These brave men will guard our prisoner. Is there 
no place to repose in ; 

Amel, Certainly : in that room is a large couch on 
which you may sfrop comfii^tably. 
jMaria. What, sister^ in yoftr roomi 
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Amelrn. in my room — why not ? one night is 
liodn passed, especially when employed in doing a kind 
act^n-^particnlarly.to such good p^ple. 

. Muria^ All this appears like a frigWul dream. 

{Aside.) 

AmeL In, goodsir, and try ‘to sleep : you may dcf so 
without fear, for, as you said, these gentlemen are 
quite si^cient to take care of your prisoner ; besides, 
though only a Voman, I can tell you 1 do not want 
cither address or courage in a good cause, 

JVolf. Well, then, I shall accept your offer. 

AmeL Maria, give me a light. 

Count F. The language of this woman shocks me I 
. Maria. Here it is» (Giving a light.) 

Wolf. Thank you, my pretty child. — ( To Amelia.) 
— I recommend my soldiers to your care ; they must 
be in want of refreshment. 

'Amel. Make yourself easy ; they shall want for 
nothing. 

Woy. Comrades, be zealous and watchful! 

Kaun. You may rely onus. — {Music. — Wolfender^ 
just about enterings returns^ beckons the soldiers^ 
and seems again to warn them to be careful of the 
Count. During this time^ Maria^ who has been at- 
tentively looking at the County leads Amelia towards 
the front of the stage. Wolfender enters the outer 
room.) 

Ma/ria. {To Amelia.) Dear madam, do not be 
angry witli me ; I cannot help it : but the situation of 
this poor gentleman makes me quite unhappy. 

AmeL Ah ! my dear chUd, w careful ! 

Kaun. What are you talking about there ? 

Amel. I was saying— was tiling this little girl to 
bring spme'supper for you. Go; and bring the l>read 
aqd^r^ " 

Sdhum. And, above all, some wine. 

AfiktL Certainly, some wine, and plenty. It is' the 
b|S8t:l ifaw io oflfer you. But go, go I these gentle- 
vimn niust be waited on ; i^y don’t you go 2 
. Maria. I am ^ing. sister.— — I hardly 
Imo^irhat^l am ^Hnit r 
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Ameln That young creature, you perceive, is very 
timid. 

Scham. O, there's no harm in that. 1 like timidity; 
and to prove it to you, I shall give this pretty girl a 
kiss, and you one afterwards. 

Maria, ( Flying into Amelias arms.) Oh I pro- 
tect me. 

AmeL {Pressing her in her arms.) Well, well, 
what’s the matter now ? Pshaw 1 thegeAtleman is only 
jesting ; he would never repay our hospitality with 
rudeness. Pray, sir, leave her. 

Scham. Oamme, she is as wild as a young forest 
filly. 

AmeL {Aside.) What will become of me? — (To, 
Maria.) — Go into the cellar, and bring ^up as much 
wine as you can carry. 

Maria. Yes, sister.— going out.) — Oh ! 
what a jfearful night ! [^ExUy n.H. 

AmeL How to discover myself to him ! 

Kaun. You may depend upon it we shall inform the 
baron of the good reception you have given us. 

AmeL {frtlh design.) I beg you will not &il to do 
so ; for you must know I have my own reasons for en- 
tertaining you to the best of ihy power. 1 want you 
to take a petition to him from me. 

Scham. What about ? 

AmeL I once resided in the Castle of Hernhausen ; 
though for the last five years, 1 have lived concealed 
in this miserable cottage. 

Scham^ Tell u^ how that came about. 

AmeL With pleasure. You have, no doubt, heard 
of Amelia, tibe daughter of Count Conenberg. 

Count F. (Smarting from his reverie^ surprised .) — 
Did pny ears deceive me ? . ( Aside.) 

Kaun. Yes — well? 

AmeL At the time she was carried off, I lived in the 
neighbourhood of the casUe, and, as it was necessary 
she should have some companion in the prison in whicn 
she was destmed to pass her life, unless she consented 

B 2 
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to the views of the baron^ I was (he person made 
choice of; 

Kaun. Ah ! ah ! but I never saw you at the castle. 

AmeL You, doubtless, know, that in three days 
Amelia had the address to a;a|n over a soldier to her 
interest, and escaped from her prison. * 

Count F, (Aside, and quickly.) What do I hear ? 

Kaun. A soldier ! that’s impossible ! Who was he ? 

AmeL His rfame was Augustus LindOrf 

Kaun. Ha 1 indeed ! I remember the knave — he 
was of our regiment ; be died some months ago. 
Well, and you— 

^ AmeL Being fearful that suspicion would fall upop 
me, I secretly left tlm castle, and have ever since con- 
cealed ray self in this cottage. 

Kaun. And what is your name, pray ? 

Amel. Caroline Biomfeldt !— (^ere the Count 
starts up, surveys her in great agitatio n, and then re^ 
collecting himself, returns to his seat. When he rises, 
his guards^ltw their hands on their arms.) 

Kaun. Wnat ails the mati ! 

Scham. He startled me, ’fiiith ! 

Kaun. Poor ^ntleman ! a little frantic, that’s all. 
Never mind him. Well, damsel, proceed with your 
story. 

Scham. You may safely appear before tke baron ; 
hb anger must have subsided ’ere now, for you know, 
no doubt, that Amelia is dead. 

Amei. You are very much mistaken ; she is still 
living ; and 1 know even the place of her retreat. 

Kaun. Can it be possible ! 

Count F. (Aside.) Ha ! ray cousin lives, then { 

Sjcham. Where, then^ is she concealed ? 

An^eL ,It is that with which I vrish myself to make 
the INiapn acquainted immediately. . 

OomdU^F* Is it possible f Dupe that 1 was t How 
ha|^-;f been dck^eived ! 

Well, but thb wine is very loiig on the 
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AmeL It will he here directly. In -the mean time, 
help me to move this table. — (Thej/ move it* Amelia 
does this in order to attract the Counts attention,) 
Scham, Ah ! here comes our little purveyor. 

* Enter Maria, l.h. carrying a basket of wine* 

Maria. I have brought up as much ^wine as'l could 
cariy, 

Aaun, Four bottles ? ’tis a pity you arc not 
stronger. 

AmeL She can go for more, if necessary. — {Aside, ) 
— If I could but make them dirink enough ! — {Aloud') 
— First drink this. ( She pours it out,) 

Scham, This is excellent wine ! 

AmeL { To the Canint,) Are you in want of nothing ? 
although J[ am your enemy, I am not so wicked us to 
deny you a little refreshment. 

Count F, Cruel, deceitful woman ! no ! 1 accept 
nothing from those that 1 despise. « ' 

AmeL As you please.— will not un- 
derstand me. 

Scham. Don’t you drink with us ? 

AmeL Fxcuse me. 

Scham, {To Maria,) Well, my pretty girl, wont 
you take a glass with us I 

Maria, 1 thank you, sir ; T aim not thirsty. 

Amef, Take no notice of her, pray. So young a girl 
has no business to drink wine. 

' Kaun, No ? In that case 1 should make a devilish 
bad young lady. ( Drinks,) 

AmeL {To Schamp,,) You don’t drink, sir. 

Scham, Don’t 1 ? but I will. — (Amelia approaches 
the Count whUst the, soldiers are pouring out the 
mne,) ^ 

AmeL Hope find confidence! 

Count F, {Looking at her with surprise.) What 
does she say ? 

AmeL {Whilst the soldiers drink.) A blessed 
thought ! the sleeping draught which 1 h^ve prepared 1 

»3 " 
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its eflfect will be quicker! Yes, it is heaven that in- 
qnres me. {Goes io the inner chamber. 

Scham. Where are you goine ? 

AmeL 1 am goiug to see whether jvour oaptain is 
not in want of any things Ah! — {Ketuming.^’x^l 
have just thought of someuiing ! 

Kaun. What is it ? 

Amd* {Asidfi.) 1 must not leave this dear girl with 
these wretches! — I feel, by the air, that the soldier 
wbo is ^ne has left the door open, so that your pri- 
soner might escape. 

Scham, Well said, my pretty maid. 

Count F. Falhicious hope ! how quickly ikded ! 

'' AmeL Mana^ M and lock the outer door, and bring 
me the key. I shall return in a minute. 

Maria. X will, sister. 

\She goes outj b.h.d. Amelia^ l.h. 

Scham. By the mass, we could not have found a 
better lodgmg. 

Kaun. Squire Wolfender had .a good notion, when 
he conducted us here.^ This fine girl makes an excel- 
lent hostess ; let us drink her heaUh. 

Scham* {With irony Your good health, Count 
Conenberg. 

Cowd F. Cowards, do you add insult to your 
crimes ? But tremble, dastards 1 the day of retribu- 
tion will arrive. A thou^d swords are drawn al- 
ready to avenge me, and inflict a condign punishment 
on your perfidious master. 

EAtm. In the mean while we shall carry him a 
hostaM for the good behaviour of your frienda. 

Scham*- Come, come, peace i 1 like to be quiet 
when I am eating and drinkii^. 

You are in the right. Here comes our 

Vv Enter Amklia/l.u. 

. AmeL What a dreadful night! 1 have shut the 
baseiMiit. Your captam has foUen into a sound slera 
showing « 4i8 I hope you will db 
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Enter Maria^ r.h.d. . 

Maria. Here is the key, sister. 

AmeL {To Maria.) *Tis well; hold this bottle a 
moment. 

Scham. What is in it,? 

Amel. A liquor of mj own making | it is excellent 
for the health, and 1 cannot use it on a better occa- 
sion than the present. 

Kaun. Another glass of wine first; we will taste 
that afterwards. 

Amel. As you please; I will fill for you. 

Maria. (Aside.) She has no compasssion for this 
unfortunate. If I could, without being perceived — 
{Holds up the bottle of opiate .) — ^But Itow can I gel 
him to drink ? — (To the Coiin?.)-— Sir, sir~here, take 
ihv&— (Pouring the >Do not doubt me^in- 

deed I pi^ you I 

Count F. (As she presents the liquor to him.) Ami- 
able child! There is one heart, at least, that pities 
me ! 

Amel. (Tumih^ and seeing him about to drink the 
opiate.) — ^Ah ! — (To Maria .) — What are j^ou doing 
there ? — (Dashes the gla^sfrom his hand.) 

Kaun. (His moiith futl.) What are you dmng 
there ? 

Amel. Was there ever such ,a fool&h child ! she 
was going to give»him this Uquor— as if it was made 
for him, indeed 3 

Count F. (Aside.) What can this mean ? 

Seham. She ir in the right. But, I daresay, the 
good girl will not treat you unkindly, and if you are 
thirsty-p- 

Amel. Well, if he is thirsty, let him drink a glass 
of wine. But as to this liquor-^ SAotorng the bottle.) 
—I intend this for you. Maria, you shall pour it out 
for these gentlemen. 

Scham. It will be delicious from her hand. 
b4 
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Maria. Yes, sister.-^fSAc takes the bottle^ and 
pours.J^ 

AmeU Is there any wine left ? — {She takes a bottle 
off the table.y — Yes, here is some« — {To the County 
handing him a glass of wine.h — Here — I am. not the 
. wretch you thiA me. Be cautious ! show no sur- 
prise ! — {In a lower tone.)^\ will save you I — {She 
shows him the ring on her finger.) 

Count F* {Parting.) Ha! ' 

AmeL Be silent ! £ not betray yourself. 

Count F. Oh, happiness! {Me drinks*) 

Scham. Now we have finished the wine, let us 
taste this liquor. > ( The^ drink. ) 

Amel. Then be is saved ! 

Scham. How do you like it? 

Karen. Why, middling — 

Scham. It has a queer taste. 

Kaun. Yes, it has a kind of sharp taste, that quite 
wakens one up. 

Amel. {Low to the Count.) On the contrary, it will 
make them sleep. 

Kaun. Have you any more of it I 

Amel. No. ’ 

Kaun. In that case, suppose ‘we have a little song, 
by way of finishing our repast ? 

Amel. With all my heak. I will begin. . 

(A clap of thunder.) 

Scham. Hah ! hah ! . there’s the symphony. 

Maria. Hark I sister, how it thunders ! 

Amel. Well, what of that ! We are under shelter. 
The thunder will not harm us — why should it ? The 
bolt of heaven &11b only on the guilty— we are inno- 
cent. 

Kam* Come, no preaching; let us have your song. 

jjfane/^Ceitai^y, directly. 
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SONG. — Amelia. 

I 

When storms the mounting billows raiscy 
And all around is dark and dreary 
Whatjo^ the seaman! s eye displays 

To mark some friend^ light-house near. 

Then danger dery he dropsmo more^ 

The silent teary nor heaves the sigh 
Though wild waves roar, and lash the shore. 

To him they sing a lulldby, 

jLullaby, S^ c, 

Kaun* Damme ! that^s a drawling melancholy 
song ; there’s nothing in it to laugh at ; it is enough to 
one asleep. • 

Scham. (Subbing his eyes.) So it is, faith— I was 
already in a dream, 1 b^lieve^ 1 like a lively song, one 
that tells of — stop,— you shall hear. 

SONG. — ScHAMPT. — (With a loud voice,) 

Some may choose a life of thinkingy 
Others love the joys of drinking. 

Some may sing of love divine. 

Others may to war incline. 

Some to laughy and some to weep. 

But I love better — J love'better— better, 

(Me falls asleep oh the tMe.) 

Kaun, (Going to sleep,) Well! what is. it you love 
better? &ith I believe it’s to sleep. 

Amel, There’s one !' 

Kaun, One what ? ' 

One verse. 

Kaun, Oh ! then^ do you sing the second verse* 
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SONG.*^Amblia. 

. So be who hu same ruffian band 
Is doomed a capitce to deplore j 
With joy beholds some friendly hand ^ 
Outstretch'd to ope nis prison door y 
Then, dangers s^cr, he drops no more 
The silent tear^ or hemes the sigh y 
But softly treads where pity leads^ 

Ana smgs his jailor's lullaby. 

liUllaby^ dfc. 

{Soft music^ agreeing wUk the song^ so as to 
Jtnish the burthen^— Amelia examines whether 
they are asleep ; Maria and the Count follow 
her; she continues singings the burthen of the 
song^and Kaunitz^ who strvoes against sleeps 
at the end of the verse^ is fast asleep.") 

Amel. Tliey bleep. 

{She leads the Count forwards) 

Count F. Preserving angel ! 

Amel. We must quit this place — ^hushS it is no- 
thing. The effect produced by the opiate will only 
last a short time. Let us be quick— hark I no,— it is 

^1 j 1 A 1 A Tx -IT*. 




dimnd) ycm owe <|^r liberty to Amelia. 

CottiU F. Arawu ! 

Amel. Hush. 

' Count F. My g^rdhui j^nius! Let us fly fhim 
your enenues and mine.^f Stji musie.—^Amelta blows 
out the lamp, draws the kejf from her bosom, and 
they ^ect their escape, with cautious eospeakion, 

KimhiDreamirijg.') Some wiim — some wine-^rink 
pknitifliny of the great tun of Hiedelbei^. 

S^am.- A hundred ducats, or to prison. Quick 
^fiwt^htMTse— 4n my he\ir— (Claps of thunder.)— Lord 
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Enter Wolfemoi^r, l.h. with a light. 

Wolf. The storm has awakened me— -where is the 
Cpunt ? this peasant woman — what do 1 see ? my sol- 
diers asleep 1 Hollo ! awake 1 
Schafn. Who is there ? 

Kaun. Who’s alive ? « 

Wolf. Rascals ! awake directly. 

Kau!^*} ^ s • 

Wolf. Where is the Count ? where is your prison- 
er ? You shall answer tor him with your lives. 

Kaun. The Count — ah E curses on it — he i»iiot there. 
Scham. 1 hope the thunder may crush them.— 
(Lightning and thunder — Schampt is knocked down 
hy the lightning . — The wall of the cottc^e is struck 
by a thnnderboTt^ and faUs with a loud noise; the river 
is seen through the openings very much qgitated.^^ 
The storm is at the height. )• — Oh ! I’m a dead man I 
Wolf. This is awful ! and makes me shake. 

Kaun. What dreadful thunder! what is that? — 
(More thunder, — The clouds pass quickly ; a boat in,, 
which are the County AmeHoy and Marioy is seen by 
the lighiningy xdolenily tossed upon the river^The 
Count and Amelia make great exertions tsgainst the 
furious waxes. — Mariay her hair disheveUedy her 
hands r^aised up to heaveUy and on her knees.— This 
scene is shown by the repetition of the Ughtnmg.) 

Wolf. It seems as if the heavens would fell in dames 
upon this coiXBge}— {Perceiving the 6oof.)— Ha! 

ybnder 1— ( JLotfd and descriptive music.— They 
grope their way over the ruinsy r.h. — The Curtain 
falls.) 


END OF ACT II. 
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ACT 111. 


SC£NE I.— ^ Forest.^To the r^ht, a cottage^ 
toUh a door and a window.— Night. 

Enter l!)AirGBBjFKi.oT, Kadnitz, fmd Schampt, l.b. 

Dan. Where are we now ? 

Kaun. Where in the middle of the forest; 
can't you tee? 

Dan. No. — Can you ? 

ScAam.«Biit where is' Wolfcnder with the (*soort, 
whidi we hickOy met coming out of that cursed cot- 
tage? 

Dm. He is guarding the plain-which the fugitives 
must crow before they reach the Castle of Conen- 
berg. It affords so little shelter, that a hare cannot 
cross it without being seen. 

Kaun. And we aro dogs, sent into the wood to 
drive 1^ game out. 

Seham. Precisely. — But how came this wqmon to 
take soch a sadden interest in. our prisoner ? 

Kaun. Women have a waj of thuking-of their own. 
The appearaocO of .a man .rn perd exctfos in them a 
kind oa {Hty--« sort of compassion, I bmieve tkey call 
■ it. Their souls are more tender ; their vittues-fin 
dhosti th^ are women ;• that's all I know about the 
aiattar. 

. Shham. Aye, aye; you've explained it clearly. 

Dm. Snray 1 am not mistal^ ; ^t's a house 1 
aee tlsBra. 

. Kuutt. You are right. Knoidt, and let us see whe- 
I .Bait it may not have aflforded an asyliun for the fbgi- 
•Mun * « Knock, Sduui^ 

(&htAingiSk.a.-D.') HoUoa, who’s there ! 

f iCfFkMu.}. Who’s there? 

■ hS Ska U L mdce haste and open the door. 
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Kaun. ( To his compamons.) Let me speak. 

BruhL {Coming out of his house.) Wbat is it you 
want ? 

Kaun. The devil ! You piie up betimes. 

^ Brithl. The storm has kebt me awak^ all night, and 
when 1 can't sleep^ I never lie in bed. 

Kaun. Does this cotta^ belong to you ? 

BruhL ] fancy so ; — ^why do you asa ? * 

Kaun. What people liave you ‘in the house with 
you ? 

BruhL Nobody. 1 have been alone e^er since my- 
nephew, Moritz, went as gardener to the castle. ' 

Kaun. {Aside to Dangerfeldt.) His nephew gar- 
dener at the castle — observe tliat. 

BruhL {Aside.) I don't half like these gentry. 

Kaun. And what do you do ? 

BruhL What do you mean, by what do I do ? 

Kaun. What business do jou follow t 

BruhL I am a wood-cutter.— -Have you any more 
questions to ask ? ^ 

Kaun. Yes — and will thank you for civil answers. 
Have you heard any noise in this forest to-night? 

Br^l. Noise ! Do ye think I am deaf? — ^To be ^ 
sure I have* 

Kaun. Of what kind ? 

Btuhl. The wind, and hail, and thunder ; and the, 
branches of the trees breaki^, crash ! crash ! ^ ’Twdt 
just as if the beasts of prey, in the forest were givinga 
odneert, with the elements for their mwdeians. 

Dan. Answer distinctly, fellow; — ^has ahypeflKm 
been here during the night ? 

BrufU. No^I have not seen a soul. Now, is your 
catechism ended ? 

Kaun. ( To Dangerfeldt and Schampt.) We bad 
better search his cottage. 

BruhL What's that you say about my oMtage ? ^ 
youTvleaves, ^nilemen, you must show your fiuthafity 
before you think to enter here. 

Kaun. {To his con^mions.) In^ coautndes, and 
search. ' » *** 
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BruhL Ah I at your peril ! 

( Placing himself before the door.) 
Scham. What! Dare you oppose us ? 

Dan. Out of the way X^^They push him violently^ 
and Dangerfeldt and Sckampi enter the cottage.) ^ 
BruhL Robbers! 

Kaun. No, ^tis ourduty t resistance would be vain. 
You see wb are ^he strongest. 

\]$ruhL Yes? ’tfe well for you th4t you are. — (To 
himself.) — If I had but my blunderbuss — 

Kaun. What do you say ? 

■ Bruht. Words! 

Kaun. iu search of a woman. 

Bruhl. A woman ! 

Kaun, Yes ; two women : — can you inform us 
where to find them. 

Bruhl. Why. no and if I could, the very name 
! of woman, ‘would induce me to shelter them against 
! gentlemen of your appearance. 

Kauri, Well, there was a man too. 

Btuhl. And a imn ! Is he armed ? 

Kaun. No. 

j ^ Bruhl. I thought so ! Two women and an unarmed 
fman ! Bravo ! You are three brave gentlemen !~And 
V jMray who are they ? Is either of the women your wife ? 

KOun. My wife! Seeking after my wifel^You’re 
I a bachelor, I guess, pr you wouldn’t ask that question. 

• No V these women have assisted the escape of a pri« 

>: soner of rank. 

: Bruhl. WeH, what have 1 to do with that ? Tis no 

r concern of mine. 


Enter Dakgbufeldt andScHAMPT,/rom the 
cottage, E.H. 



Aaift taheh hothmg ? 


every where, and seeu 
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Scham. Now you aie at liberty to go intayour house 
and examine. 

Bruhl. Really, gentlemen, I am very much obliged 
to wu ! Gentlemen, 1 thank you ! 

JDan. Oh ! there’s no need of that. 

Bruhl. Pardon me: when we are troubled with bad 
company, we should always be gratefbl ^ their de- 
parture. So my service to you. ^ 

* the.aAtoKe, 

Kaun. Silence ! 1 hear a footstqi. 

liooi. I see I ’Tis Wolfender. 

Enter Wolfendbr, l.h. 

Wolf. Ah ! Are you there ? Have you seen nothing * 
of them I 

Kaun. No, captain, nothing. Have you ? 

Wolf. 1 know, to a certainty,' that they are still id 
this wood. 

Kaun. How so ? ’ 

Wolf, As soon as we arrived at the entrance of the 
plain, by the aid of a lengthened dash of Imhtningv^e 
saw the count and the two women emerge nom a umk' 
part of the wood. They perceived us also, and quicUy . 
hid themselves amid the trees : but, by heaven ! they 
shall not again escape us. This pari of the wood 
being almost surrounded by the cturve of the river, ' 
nearly forms an island ; and 1 have placed the di^c|)? 
ment directly across betwem the shores, so as to inter- 
cept theit retreat ; while a sufficient guard is posted 
yonder, on the other side of the foot-bridgeitoprevrot 
their escape that way. 

Kaun. But if our search should prove i^itlessi 

Wolf. Still, of their destruction 1 am certain, as 1 
have ordered the wood t</ be set fire to in every direc- 
tion, and thus they must inevitably foil into our handsi, 
or^rish in the dmnes. . , * 

Scham. Wlule we are sure "of our retreat, by the 
bridge. 
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Kwn. Bravely plane^l Meantime let us have a 
;v thorough search. 

'Away, then I andW your zeal repair 

‘ your past negligence. \^xeunt^ l.h.u.b. 

£n/er Moritz., i^.h. groping about him. 

Mor. Oh dcifr 1 I tboaght I heard voices. Ix>rd ! 
lord ! 1 don’t hnow nrhetMr 1 tremble with cold or 
fear f Why /did I come to this part of the forest alone, 
insf^dof accompanying Mr. Vv erlher and the soldiers ! 
Who says I’m not a bold man ? As I entered the wood 
I saw a wolf; trying to save myself, I met a bear! I 
scrambled \m a tree, like a ^uirrel, and there I found 
a nian — a soldier ; but luckily he was more frightened 
than I, and so 1 bullied him ‘lustily. But where am I ? 
Ah ! 'that’s my uncle’s house— the door, tho window— ' 
it must be it. What it is to have instinct ! Without 
knowing it^ and without* seeing it, I seem, as it were, 
led to it. I must knock.— (//e knocks.) — Brulil ! 
uncle Bruhl! ^Tisyour nephew, uncle. 

' BruhL iAi the cMage window.) What ! not gone 
yet I 

How gone yet ? Why 1 am only just come ! 

Ah ! is it you^ Mpritz t so ear(y. 

, , (jne descends.) 

"Jifor.Say, rather, so late ; it is yesterday to me, for 
1 Mve' not heeii in bed all night. There’s Laura swore 
sWd follow with the. s^vanta; 1 hope she wont 
venturt ! 

r 

Enter Bavhi., Jirom the cottage. 

is the mMetf unele f what fi^igbtens yfm 

FrigtrteiMiine? I dcm’tkitowwhatyomnciaB. 

p«te; o% I can’t sefe 
^jfOu dQ or not. Is U fewr, unde ? 

XT' 
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Bruhl Fear ! wimt’fl that ? ] 

Mor, Dear heart, how courageous you are,. not io ' 
know what fear is ! I*m tolerably brave myself, by 
day-iight ; but somehow, in the dsirk — in a wocm, 
yritb the bears, and the wolves, and the armed men, 
and the devil — 

Bruhl. AiVhy plague on't, Moritz, what ails you? 
you were not used to be so cowardiy,'> 

Mot. No, nor I a’n’t cowardly now\ only I a’n’t 
quite courageous. ^ 

Bruhli Well, leave this fooling ; I*m\>ut of hnr 
mour — * • 

Mor. With whom, uncle ? 

Bruhl. With thi^e impudent fellows who have just 
l)ceii here, and forced their way into my house. 

Mot. {Looking rounds and speaking in a low voice.) 
What do you mean by three impudent fellows ? 

Bruhl. They weve in search of a man, who tbey^ 
said, was their prisoner. 

Mor. {Quickly.) Has he escaped fi-ofn them t 
Bruhl. Who ? 

Mor. Hav^’t you heard what has happenedat the 
castle ^ ” « 

Bruhl. No; whatia-it? 

Mor. W hy^ my lord, the ooimt, bwa canied.dff' 
lA a most irresi^ible vray, by emissaries of the libiron of 
Hernhaosen. - Mr. Werther is like a mAdman. We.all 
armed our^lves and -went in instant pursuit of the 
rascals. I followred Mr. WertlM^, and n^aged. t» , 
lose sight of hiin-^waodered about, met a herd of 
bears, who happily raid nothing to .me, found myself 
at your doOr, knocked* — aud here 1 am. 

Bruhl. Gnu^us heaven ! What do you' t^l me f 
The count carried off? Quick, quick, Morita! yio 
must go in search of our good mhsiter. 

.Mor. That’s what I ray — we must go in search of 
our -mod mastoi. . . , - 

Bruhl. RuaHnatanuy to thti eidremity of the 

' 3fbr. (J«/e«r.) Wh— wh— wh— at! ’ 

- Bruhl. Run W the edd min ; you wittjtiwa see ihy. 
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wkiid*cutters ; tdlthontq cwn^ tojaip.toe^y, armed. 
Lvi^, place myaelf at theh head, a»d beat every path 

w9F6St 2 

i^or. Yes, it’s easy enough to Go I— but 1 think, 
iBCle, ynil can manage it better suppoM you go your; 
lelf, and leave me to take care of your house. 

^ruhl. Coward 1 Yes, I will fly myself ; and do you 

wait here till my return. w ii nJi 

Mor. Take/Sare of the bears!— Well, I should not 
have run so, ^t 1— Coward ! not at all 1 
one a ceitafh degree of courage 1 “ 
dmes.-1-H^ 1 1 hear somebody.— Yes ! tis my duty 
to take care of the house. — [^Enters the cottage^ and 
shuts the door— Musk expressme of caxdiaus motton. 

Enter Count F, <md Maria, i*s». 

, Chunt F. (Entering first.) Allis silent ! come on. 
Maria. Ah, no I She is not here 1 , 

Count F. Alas I there is no more ta^ness for the 
wiettihed Conenberg 1 My preserver is lost for ever ! 
'Mima- Say not so 1 Indeed I era go 
Count F. This hope atone remains. Haymg been 
sepaiWed from us, the moment wc saw the 8oldiers,she 
ca^t have ftll« into their hands, rad we may yet 

fln^lher. , . t 

Mma’. See I see ! Here w an habitation. ^ 

Count F. Sbmddkind fortune have led her Imre 
flm rhfiige VT<Ue iwc*».)—Nobody;-(^oc*s.)— 
*^ 1 i!lrh^noW 8 onintbehou 8 e?Oh,mybeloved 1 where 

Oh, sir, support me I This last disappoint- 

Cbawfly, dear girl! Providence, which 
lyre^tm me fifom peril, will notdesertme 

you oflRar consolation.— Hope 
l^.aindl Ate, hot thofie wretdhes still active 



f | b, H« ayent. do not recall that dreadful 
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! Perhaps, at this momeat* she is struggiing^ ta 
their furious grasp. — ^Ah t every hope forsG^es me I 1 
sink beneath the violence of OTief. 

Mor* (At the window.} i thought 1 heard some** 
|>ody whisper-^Not such a blockhead as to open the 
door, because you knock. ^ . 

Count F. Let us pursue our search, desj^ir shair 
supply the place of fortitude. 
jHaor- Lord forgive me, for ’tis my the count ! 
Count F. Hark ! some one speaks. ^ 

Mor. (In a lorn voiee*} My lord ! Co^t ! Count 
Conenberg. * • • 

Count F. Who calls me ? 

Mor. ’Tis I— Moritz. 

Count F. Moritz ! 

Mor. Here, at the window. 

Maria. Ah I have you seen a female i Is she in the 
house ? 

Mor, No, 1 am quitealone. 

Count F. Where are we? • 

Mor. Before my uncle’s house in the little penin*^ 
sula.— -Wait there and I will come down. 

(Me leoPDes the window.) 
Mar. Ah ! I was in hc^es — 

Count F. Let us not despair : this fortunate rencon- 
tre may be of the greatest service to us. 

Mor. (Coming out of the hou$€.} My master! my 
dear master ! 

Count F. Gopd Moritz ! I thank heaven for lead- 
ing me here— Is Bruhl at home I - ^ 

Mor. No, my lord: he has gope with his wood- 
cutters in search of you. Mr. Wmher, your soldiers, 
your servants, your vassals, all are seeking you, , 

Count F. I have lost one dearer to me than ray 
life. — Come, let us penetrate the thickest parts o^the 
wood to seek for her. 

Mor. No, no— You must take care how you. do* 
that. You may meet with some of those 
soldiers of the baron’s. I will go alone.— Blfcss JM 
I’ve fdenty of courage now i besides, w^t havo I to 
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|bar? wont mi me I .and the bears are all go- 

ing Ip by this time: so.bpth of you go into my 
I nncle's house, and in case of any alarm, you will find, 
uppii^the chimney-piece, an old sword, and my uncle’s 
bninderbpss. — You know what'I mean — a great eiin., 

Coim^ r. Horrible suspense ! Fly, my good fellow ! 
4ly intotne wood. 

Mor. I will, as soon as you fly into the cottage. 

CotMl F. Hluiten your return. 

[^Esreum^ the Count and Maria^ into the cottage. 

There^ they are safe: for this house 
. uncle’s is built as strong as a castle. I’ll double 
lock the door, so^tlmt the devil himself can’t get in ; 
and they wont be able either to get out: but that’s 
nothing. — (He iocJcs the door and puts the key in his 

C cket.) — Good ! 1 am now easy on their account — 
t on my pwp i P<di ! poh ! l do it for my master, , 
S^od master! X would sacriflce— ’Tis impossible 
to be a&aid in such a cajuse! Hey ! Bless us ! What’s 
A bearl a great shc-bear and her two cubs, by 
that’s alai'ming.— [£<sri7 Runnings r.h.u.k.] — 
(^Searceiy is Moritz gone, before the music announces 
arrroal of Amelia. — She is pale, her hair in dis- 
: order, and running across the stage, from i^.h.u.b.) 

Amel. Qh heaven I what will become of me ? I die 
" mih fetigUe ! Merciful (wovidence ! abandon me not ! 
Ffoatore me to Ba;fety, or end my sufferings at once ! 

puTsners approach I I see them! — Whither 
I wbere conceal myself? Ah! a house! — 
I nmr md jbiacfcr.)— Open the door, for mercy’s 

t Save me I Save me I 

(At the cottage window.) Gracious heaven i 



a mo t 

: IvflSf to 


the door ! I see the soldiers 


| it > Ipqked^ and 



r^they are here! 

li will not yidd I 
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Maria. {At the casement . Are tliere no meBna of . 
getting up here ? 

Amel, Impossible ! 1 am lost ! “ 

Count F. Fear not, my love, I will protect yon 
still. Keep close to the door ! . 

• Amel. What will become of me? — T&ar come ! 
Oh, heavens! I can no longer Support myself^ 

iShe falls near the door.) 


Enter Kaunitz andScHAMPr, 



Schani. I tell you I saw her fly this way. _ 

Kami. I tell you, Hwas ibncy. 

Scham. Ha ! 1 sec her; look, there she is I 

Amel. O spare me! in pity spare met 

Scham. Where’s the count . — iCount appears at the 
window with the blunderbuss^ and Mafia.") 

Count F. Here — ^remorseless villains ! approach her 
and die ! — {They retreat in fear to the other side 
the stage — Ammp falls on her knees^ and thanks 
heaven — The Count keeps them at bay.) 

Scham. It is the Count himself! ^We have them 
now in our power. 

Count F. Not yet, villain.' We will sell our lives 
dearly ! 

Scham. (Levelling a pistol at Amelia.) Withdraw’^ 
your arms, or she dies ! . 

Count F. Unmanly dastard ! — (A momehVspanse.^^ 
— Schampt turns his head^ and motions Kannitn to 
seize her.— Count fires. — Schampt is zpound^ sma 
staggers. — He raises his pistol to fire otAmdisL^j^^ 
the instant Kannitz to her \ and seizes ker.^ 
Scharhpt drops his pistol^ and staggers qffy 
Kaunitz has possession of A^eHoj and drfi/p horfi^ 
ward.'--^She seizes on ink j^stol which hds 

dropped^ and presents it cd Keamiiz.^Ai this ihis^ 
the County rendered despnode^^eii^ fipcm the 
armed with the szoordfund Mtaws Xmtnitz.-r"^'^'' 
fight off^ ond Mdt^ 

He is abopt to assf^ 
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&he implores hk succour ; he opens the door^ and 
puts her in; then hoxiing shut and locked the door^ 
runs off to the CounVs assistance^ l.h.u.e.) 

Re-enter Count F. u.h.r.e. 

Coufti F, The villain Ims escaped me ! — (Looking 
out m the bottom of the stage.)-— My pursuers ap- 
proach. Thj« way, my preserver ! The forest blazes 
all around- 3^0 may stdl escape by the bridge. Ha I 
gone ! oliL /mercy, heaven ! Amelia ! Amelia ! 

Amek (At the window. ) 1 am safe ! I am here ! 
^Vount F. Ha * the door again fiistened ! The 
whole forest is on fire ! the flames approach rapidly ! 
throw yourselves from the window. 

AmeL Oh, heaven! 1 dare not! — (Stage in 
flames.) 

Count F. The fire seizes on the back part of the 
cottage ! Fear not. my love, these arms shall save you. 

(She hesitates.) 

Enter Bruhl and Moritz, with his wood-cutters^ 

li.H. 

BruhL Now, Moritz, now — Ha ! here is the count 
^himself I 

• Count F. Haste, and assist me to force open the 
.door of this cottage. Hasten, 1 beseech you. Sec! 
the cottage blazes ! 

BruhL Oh, if that’s it — down goes the door in a 
JwinkUng.— ( The flames increase. — They force open 
ilfe d6or; Amelia and Maria run out.) 

\^uhL Fly ! fly ! the flames close in upon us ! The 
huni^go ! the oridge ! (Going to u.h.) 

M^. Escape is impossible ! The bridge is guarded 
ihV tl^. harm’s soldiers, and the fire surrounds us every 
his soldier's appear at the hot- 
— Me rushes forward toAhe Count, 
^eoJhing to the soldiers.) 

to the char^ l—(T7ie soldier's go off by 



THE WOODMAN’S HUT. 47 

the bHdge^ — ^Away! My friend, away! 

must cut our passage through the enemy’s soldiers, 
who guard the bridge. I^ollow me, brave soldiers; ‘ 
wc ^vill save your master. — ( The zchole of the cottage^ 
and R.ii. of the zsoood on fire. — Cracking — fVinS^: 
Rain — Clashing of sxcords^ &^c. — By thiss^mc the 
Wood is on fire . — The forest is consumed^ anthm^ the 
^moke di^erses^ the bridge is discovered burning^lso. ^ 
— The Cimnt^ Amelia., and M^aria^ eSi^me thr^mgh f 
the flames over the burning bridge^ apat^of.^tch 
falls j bla^ing^ into the river. — The fugitiv^gemain in ^ 
safety on the unbroken part of (He bridge^^S^ 

* 

At this time^ Wolfjendbii and his party enter in 
front. — They are about to follow to the bridge^ 
ichcn they see it fall. 

Wolf. They have e&ca|x^d! .lust heaven, we are 
caught ill our own siuire ! The bridge is down-^ur 
oiUy chance of escajie is thus cut off. 

Kaim. Plunge into the river; we may still save 
ourselves \^(As they are flying towards the river ^ 
two large irees^ in full blaze fall right across their , 
road, and intercept them.) 

Wolf There is no longer hope ! Have mercy,, 
ht^aveii ! — ( The Count, S^e. cS’c. appear upon the ruins 
o f the bridge, in a group., eorpres sing joy and grati<^ 
tude. — Wol fender and Kaunilz are on their knees in 
front — their party in attitudes of despair. — The CW- ‘ 
lain falls.) 









